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A. 


T the dead of the night when by whiſkey inſpir'd 17 
A ſhepherd wander'd we are told — 18 


Ah! roſe forgive that hand ſevere — — — 35 
A dance round the may- pole my boſom delights — 33 
An anxious mother ſearch'd in vain — — — 50 
At ev'ning, when my work is done — — — 7 
As Yother day young Damon ſtayd — — — 76 
Abandon'd and rejected — _ — 101 
A ſhepherdeſs one morning fair — — — 103 
Ah! Damon, dear ſhepherd, adieu — — 111 
Adieu, my Fernanda, tor ever — — — 123 
As motley js thy fancicd gear — — 129 


At the very beſt of houſes, where the beſt of! people dine 136 


As bright as the moraing the ſons of the chace — 153 


Autumn's plenteous cops appear — — 161 

Ariſe, my fair, the morn invites — — 163 

As pendent o er the limpid ftream — — — 164 
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INDEX. 


At ruddy eve and roſy dawn — — — 193 
Avſpicions ſpirits guard my love — — 421 
As mourns the ſoft ſongſter confin'd from the ſpray 240 
A ſhepherd lov'd a nymph ſo fair «= — — 256 
A flaxen- headed milkmaid — — — 263 
All in the downs the fleet was moor'd — — 269 
B. 
Behold, denied their airy flight — — — 33 
Beauty blooms on ev'ry thorn _ — 95 
But three months yet I've been a wife — 109 
Buſy, curious, thirſty fly — — — 117 
Brigit chanticleer proclaims the dawn — — 202 
By the gaily circling glaſs — — — 226 
Beneath a green ſhade, a lovely young ſwain — 228 
Ben Backſtay lov'd the gentle Anna — — 234 


Behold this fair goblet, twas carv'd from the tree 267 


C. 
Come hither, ye belles, aye and likewiſe ve beaus = I 
Come buy my ripe cherries, fair maidens, come buy 22 
Cold blew the wind, no gleam of light — — 35 
Come, all hands a-hoy, to the anchor — — 62 
Come ſweet innocence, charming maid — — 104 
Come, dear Paſtora, come away — — 115 
Come, dear Amanda, quit the town — — 117 
Come, live with me, and be my love = — 118 
Come, gentle zephyr, lend thy aid — — 144 


Fair Nancy pin'd in ſorrow 


From ſhades cf night does morning break 


C:afe, ceaſe, ye birds of the grove — — 162 
Cupid, lovely charming boy — _ — 167 
Come Roger and Nell — — — 247 
Come, feſtive mirth, and ſocial joy _ =_ 258 
Come, ſhepherds, we'll follow the hearſe —— 273 
D. 
D*ye mind me, I once was a ſailor _ _ 10 
Dear Nancy I've failed the world all around — 123 
Don't you remember a poor carpet-weaver — 188 
Deſpairing beſide a clear ſtream — — 217 
Dear Chloe, while thus beyond meaſure — 275 
E. 

Ere I had well grown to an age — — 14 
Element of liquid beauty — — — 250 
F. 

Patſh te matter, goot fol lis — ͥ 4 
Fair Anna lov'd a ruſtic boy — — — 26 
From the light down that mocks the gale — — 37 
Fill, fill the glaſs, to beauty charge — — 54 
Fairer than tair Eden's bow'r — 70 
For England, when, with fav'ring gale —— _ 74 
Fur Ellen was a gentle maid — — «135 


INDEX. 


Fair Kate of Weymouth lov'd a tar — — 
Flock round me, ye paſtoral fwains — — 


G. 


Gentle love this hour befriend me — — 
Gaily tripping to and fro — — 
Go, gentle zephyr, go — — — 
Cen living worth could win my heart — — 

H. 
How ſweet is the breeze at eve's modeſt hour — 
How happy my days ere my love left the plain — 
Haſt thou not ſeen in morning's orient eye —— 
How gaily roll'd the moments on — — — 
How oft” when cooling zephyrs play —— =_ 
Hark, bark, Eiiza's tunefu! voice — — — 
How miſtaken is the lover — — — — 
His form by nature's hand was caſt — — _ 
Hark, hark, the clar on ſounds afar — _ 
Here's a health to all good laſſes — — — 
Harry is a charming lad — 1 EE 


How ſweetly fits the ſimpleſt phraſe 
Hark, hark, from the woodlands the loud ſwelling horn 
Hark. hark, the ſhrill horn calis the ſportimen abroad 
How happy is the ſailor's life. — — — 
Hear me ye nymphs and ev'ry ſwain — — 
Hops to footh a wand'ring lover — — 


How merrily we live that ſoldiers be 


210 
260 


INDEX. 


I. 
In life's fair morn a maiden gay — 
It was one eve, in ſummer weather — 


In this chaos of new-fangled modes that we live — 
I am a cheerful fellow, although a married man — 
In defence of her ſex ſure a woman may ſpeak —— 
In a cottage I live, and the cot of content — 
In the low-winding vale that's refreſh'd by the ſtream 
If joys unblemiſh'd be thy aim _— — 
If all the world and love were young 

In merry Sherwood we merry men all 


I've often been told of the anguiſh of love — 


In the cup of female life — — 

In all the nations round us — 

In poverty's garb tho' tis true I'm array d —ͤ— 
In the land of Hibernia young Pat drew his breath — 
Iſing of that life of delight beyond meaſure — 
I've loſt my heart, I've loſt my heart — — 


I've ſail'd round the world, view'd all nations and climes 
In the garb of old Gaul and the fire of old Rome 2 


In April, when primroſes paint the ſweet plain — 
In lonely cot, by Humber- ſide — — 255 
I ſtrive to conquer mighty love — — — 242 
If gold could lengthen life, I ſwear — — — 248 
L. I 


Love, thou ftrange capricious boy — — — | 
Love's a ſweet, a gen'rous paſſioon— — 70 


Y 


en they meet return 


miles of youth appearing 


I. 


Dole is ſure the ſweeteſt laſs 


belle coquette, ah! why diſdain 
Colin leaves fair London town 
friends all declare tha 


Ly father was a tinker's on 


INDEX, 


y banks are all furniſh'd with bees 


N. 


5 ed oft hea brav d the field of battle 
* ed Flint was lov'd by all the ſhip 


IN ow ſafe moor'd with bowl before us 


o ͤhue of the role can compare 
Not to the victories of a year 


Now i} 


he dancing ſun beams play 
No longer tempt me from my duty 


laſſes draw near, I'm a pedlar ſo gay 
love to war is going 


— — 
— — 
— — 
—— 


— — — 


Near bow'ry Richmond, Thames pride 


No glory I covet, no riches 1 want 


m— 


my time is miſ-ſpent 
x ſheep I've forſaken, and left my ſheep hook 


131 
144 
170 
174 
177 
215 
230 
261 
279 


O. 


Our newly-earn'd laurels we'll proudly diſplay 


O ſearch round the world, mine the very beſt trade is 
O liſten, liſten to the voice of love 


Of all the ſwains both far and near — 


Of horſes and hounds who ſcud ſwift o'er the plain 
On a bank of ſweeteſt flowers 


Oh! had I Allen Ramſay's art — 
Once friends I had, but, ah! too ſoon 


O you whoſe lives on land are paſs'd 


Obſerve how enchanting, what airs and grimaces 
Oh ! hapleſs youth, to grandeur born 
One night gay Bacchus at a banquet 

On ev'ry tree, in ev'ry plain — 
On Etrick's banks ae ſummer's night 
Of all ſenſations pity brings — 
Oh! young affection's glowing train 
Oh! Nanny wilt thou fly with me 

Ola England's a lion ſtretch'd out at her eaſe 


P. 


Primroſes deck'd the bank's green fide 


R. 


Roſy wine is the key that will open the heart 
Returning ſpring reſumes the groves 


— — 
Retarning home acroſs the plain 


— 


25 
171 
216 


8. 


r er, tarry here to-night — — 27 
4 the zephyr's breezy wing — — 28 
the lark finds repoſe ———— — 31 
beneath yon bow'r of roſes — e 33 
are the charms of her I love — — 114 
elt lovers, in your fight — — 138 
peace reſtore thy wonted reſt — — 194 
0 ſweet the breeze of morning — 196 
waſting in deſpair — 224 
peace reſtore thy wonted reſt = — 285 

. 
morning is up, the morning is up _ — 15 
ma cldeft born of lovely ſpring — — 16 
” France, through all the German regions — 28 
324 to wear a ſweet creature — 32 
an roſes you've archly contriv'd — 34 
if They tell me I'm-too young to wed — 44 


Whree lovers I boaſt who are handſome and ſmart 8 49 

Tis in vain for ſuccour calling — „ <0 

ele rain, the pearly dew — — 
This world is a ſtage 8 

Thro' foreſts drear I once did ſtray == — 93 


Take, O take thoſe lips away — 
\ There the moon-filver'd waters roam — 
The bluſh on her cheek was by modeſty dreſt 


INDEX. 


The roſe that weeps with morning dew 

The dauntleſs ſailor leaves his home 

Tho* Old England cry'd William, invites me to arms 
The" late and early I do pad — — 

To be ſure I don't love in my heart now — 

The dew lightly fell on the ſweet-briar thorn 
Ide ſwelling canvas caught the breeze — 


Thus fr men the women fair — 
— 
— —— — 


The ſlow rifing morn glads the top of the hills — 
Tie ſun, when ariſing beſpangles the dew — 
To diitant ſhores the breezy wind — — 
Twas at the hour of day's decline — 
To pleaſure (well the jovial cry — — 
T 11, toll che knell —— — 
The dew lightly fell on the ſweet-briar thorn 
The genrous heart where friendſhip dwells — q 
| Tho? I am humble, mean, and poor — — 
The laſt time I came o'er the moor — — 
The fatal hours are wond'rous near —— 
The eve her filver veſtment wore — — 
That May day of life is for pleaſure — 
Jas at that ſeaſon of the year —— — 
Ihe ſun juſt glancing through the trees — 
The night her filent ſable wore — — — 
Thyrſis, when he left me, ſwore — 
The bard who glows with Grub-freet fire — 
To arms, ye brave mortals, to arms — — 


The fun was ſunk beneath the hill — * 


INDEX. 


U. 

Uncheering was the fatal morn — — — 

Up among yon cliffy rocks — == — 
V. 

Vain is every fond endeavour — — — 
W. 


When the farmer has fallow'd and till'd all his land — 
Would you know, pretty Nan, how we paſs'd our time 


Where Loweſtoff waves its yellow corn 


When our enemies riſe and defiance proclaim 


| When firſt Young Harry told his tale 


While the beams bright morn — 
When ipring reſum'd bet motly dreſs 


When on board our trim veiſel we joyouſly fail'd _ 


Who hunt after fortune attend _ _ — 
When firk thy ſoft lips 1 but civilly preſs'd _ 
When thou art abſent, charming maid — == 
Where two tall elms their verdant boughs entwine — 
When Britain rift, at heavins command — — 


— ͤ ”w 


With gold from the Eaſt the br ght ſun tips the hills 


Why, cruel creature, why fo bent 
Waft me ſome ſoft and cooling breeze 
When Damon languiſh'd at my feet 
Would we attain the happieſt ſtate 


— 


Why, who art thou there, thou fierce fellow 


When love gets you fatt in bis clutches 


200 
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INDEX. 


When night, and left upon my guard — — 12 
When nights were cold, and rain and fleet — — 165 
When ifickles hang by the wall — — = 166 
When ſpring returning decks the groves — — 172 
When ſleep has clos'd the tray'ler's eyes — = 179 
When jealous miſer's ſtarve in wealth — — 180 
We who wand'ring Arabs are — — — 182 
When with wiſhes ſoft and tender — _ — 185 
When morn, twixt mountain and the ſky — — 187 
Why o'er the verdant banks of ooze — — 208 
Would ye know true true enjoyment? come liſt to my lay 212 
When hoary froſt hung on each thorn — 214 
When rural lads and laſſes gay — — — 229 


What is beauty but a flower — 231 
When laſt honeſt Jack of whoſe fate i now fing — 233 


Why drops that tear, Britannia, tay — — 242 
Where are thoſe hours fled — — — 255 
When hawthorn buds began to blow — — 257 
What beauties does Flora diſcloſe — —— 274 
Why will you my paſſion reprove — — 281 
V. 
Ye free-born ſons, Britannia's boaſt == — 11 
Ye nymphs and ſwains — — — — 22 
Young Donald is the blitheſt lad — — — 41 
Young ſandy once a wooing came — — 42 


Ye dull fl:eping mortals of every degree — — 52 
Voung Will of the Green is the lad to my mind — 53 
Ye ftreams that round my priſon creep = = 
You gentlemen of England — = — 105 


INDEX, 


You ſay, my dear girl, that I'm given to rove == 
Ye ſons of Hibemia, who, ſnug on dry land — 
Ye gentle nymps and gen rous dames — — 
Yes, theſe are the ſcenes, where with Iris I've ſtray d 
Young Carlos ſu'd a beauteous mad — 
Yeomen attend, who, ſword in hand — — 
Yet fair married dames, who fo often deplore — 
Ye ſhepherds ſo cheerful and gay — 

Ye chepherds give ear to my lay — — 


Z. 


Tooles that an old man can't keep a chicken — 


| 


THE MUSIC FOR THESE SONGS TO BE BAD AT 


® LONGMAN AND BRODERIP'S, CHEAPSIDE., 

+ LINLEY'S, (LATE BLAND'S) HOLBORN. 

I PRESTON AND sox's, STRAND. 

& CuLL1FoRD, ROLFE, AND BARROW'S, CHEAPSIDE, 


Y A. BLAND AND WELLERS, OXFORD-STREKT,. 


— — — — 


130 
157 
205 
207 
249 
251 
266 
277 
283 
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HARMONY and INNOCENCE, 
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8 O N Gt 
THE WAY TO GET MARRIED, 


Sung by Mrs. Franklit. 


OME hither ye belles, aye and likewiſe ye beaus, 
Come hither and mind what I have to expreſs; 
Tis the way to get married I mean to diſcloſe, 
| A way of ſome moment you all muſt confeſs 2. 
33} Phyſicians its known for advice claim a fee, 
| But I- Oh! I'm not by ſelf-intereſt carried ; 
And fo you are welcome to my recipe, 


Which is, if you like it, the way to get married. 
| B Now 


— a —— — — oor mee — 


1 


Now lovers attend, and I hope there's ſome here, 
Don't trifle too long about this thing or that, 
But when you are dent on an object 0 dear, 


Let prudence direct you, and mind what you're at: 


To love and be lov'd is the higheſt of joy, 
Then be not, I pray, by indifference carried; 
Let honor and truth all your actions employ, 
Which is, if you like it, the way to get mairied, 


'Tho' money may lometire nes be OE d very well, 
Yet riches can never t. p lev! cs impart ; 
*T is love, and love onlv e2 5 Caſe kan repel, — 
* — , _y 15 11 ? 
Tis love, and love only that conquers the heart! 
Then make it your ſtudy to fallow my plan, 
All you who live {i 10 e, and too long have tarried; 
Court with zeal, like true lovers „as ſoon as YOU can, 


Which is, if you like it, the way to get married. 


S O N Gt 


ELLEN'S FATE DESERVES A TAR. 
Sung by Maſier Welſh. 


N life's fair morn, a maiden gay, 
Meek Ellen, wander'd light and free; 
Where pleaſure wing'd the ſhining day, 
Among the flowerv wilis of Dee: 
In beauty like the- ve nal ſcene, - 
Like balm gales her mind ſerene ; 


"Til 


Go 
+» 


* 
„* 


2 


. 
PII luckleſs love her heart oppreſs'd, 
And baniſh'd from her boſom reſt: 
Now ſhe warbles ſoft and flow, 
Madrigals of plaintive woe; 
Hear the tale —in pity's ear, 
Ellen's fate deſerves a tear, 


The ſhepherd's idol and delight, 

In pride of youth the virgin {hone ; 
Their theme by day and dream by night, 
Why wonder that ſhe was undone! 

Thine, Lubin, was the cruel deed, 
That cans'd her tender heart to bleed; 
The victim yet of hopeleſs care, 

Then torn with anguiſh and deſpair, 


Still ſhe warbles, &c. 


+ 
Y 
1 


A penſive pilgrim doom'd to ſtray, 


Her ſtrains a ſettled grief impart; 
But ſtill the love-lamenting lav, 

Is ſoothing to the mourner's heart: 
Her ſongs no more from frenzy flow, 
Her wildneſs now is chang'd to woe; 
Which ſtill delights in tuneful lays, 
To ling of love and happier days. 
Now {he warbles ſoft and flow, 
Madrigals of plaintive woe, 

Hear the tale, in pity hear, 
Ellen's fate deſerves a tear. 


— — 
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SONG. 


S8 O NGt 


THE LONG TAIL'D pig. 


Sung by Mr. Bernard, 


ATSH te matter, goot folks, 
þ Dat you pats your jokes, 
On diſh new faſhion goods wat I cry? 
Don't you know very well, 
Dat a Jew ought to ſell, 

Whatever a chriſtian vill buy: 
If ith a long-tail'd pig, 
Or a ſhort tail'd pig, 

Or a pig widout never a tail, 
A Jew pig, 
Or a true pig, 

Or a pig mit a curling tail. 


. 


Tho' I cry no more 
Vat I fold you before, 
Yet py Cot is comical too, 
You may come for a cake, 
Widout any miſtake, 
For dere's always a cake wid a jeu. 


Buy my long tail'd pig, &c. 


Our 


of i 


Our peoples may ſtare, 
When dey hear diſh affair, 
Lack a daiſy tiſh noding at all; 
De miſtakes vat you meet, 
Ev'ry day in de ſtreet,” 
Is far vorſe den for Smouches to call, 


A long tail'd pig, &c. 


You may ſee a young man, 
As tin as my hand, 

Wid his head in a counſellor's wig ; 
And a clumſy old chap, 
In a light-horſeman's cap, 

A citizen, tat as a pig, 


A long tail'd pig, &c, 


Old hvnky, for life, 
Pig in wid a wife, 

And noding but words prevail ; 
Den de bus'neſs you know, 
To de Proctor dey go, 

And dere by hangs a tale: 
Of a long tail piz, &c, 


Here ladies of rank, 
At a Faro bank, 

Dere's a barber's bov in a gig: 
Dere's my Lord and his Grace, 
Vaiting in Duke's-place, 

And here is a Jew ſelling pig, 

A long tail'd pig, &c, 


B3 SONG. 
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s O0 N Gt 
THE GIRL OF MY HEART, 


69 Cc. Mile Loos ety 
I 7. oF { > 4 * . 2 I. 5 7 * 
_— - — 


TOW f{weet is the breeze at eve's modeſt hour, 
Wien it murmurs yon lime-trees among? 
When the-blackbid and thruſh fo enchantingly pour, 


- 


wh | by 4 4 * - . m 
Their mel digus ſweetneds of jones: 


When flow!y adown from the warmeglewing weſt 


The bright ſun is teen to depart, 


When all paſhon's but he are huſh'd into reſt, 


Ifly to the girl of my heart. 


My Anna is gentle, is 1,velv, is kind, 
Her boſom true {ympathy warms ; 
Enchanting alike are her perſon aud mind, 
Each po!l-{fes a portion of charms ; 


For a maiden fo lovely, a charmer to bright, 


Who utes no coquetiſh art; 
I reſign all the triſles that others delight, 
And fly to the girl of my heart. 


Her eyes that ſo languidly ſpeak ſoſt deſire, 
Her checks that ſo rival the roſe, 

In my boſom the ſofteſt emotions inſpire, 
And charm my fond heart to repoſe : 

And when her ſoft accents enraptur'd I hear, 
Thro' my ſoul they fo thrillingly dart — 


Oh! what ſounds of fweet melody ſtrike my rapt eas, 


Wher. I meet the ſweet girl of my heart. 


we =. Jude 


2 1 adv. * 


. i 4 
* bs N 


| 
4 


5 


C33 


S O N G.t 


IS HENRY 1 LOVE, 
Sung by Mrs. Franklin. 


OW happy my days e're my love left the plain, 
The pride of the village I fear will be ſlain: 

Tho' fortune ne'er {hone on his humble retreat, 
"Twas happier far than the gay and the great: 
But, alas! the dear youth, is doom'd far to rove, 
And leſt me to wander alone in the grove; 
Yet firm on his honor and truth I'll rely, 
"Tis Henry I love, and will love till 1 die. 


Tho' fate has depriv'd me of him I adore, 

I'll not prove inconſtant for thouſands in ſtore ; 
Jam teaz'd night and day bv men of great wealth, 
But whit is it all to the bieihing of health? 

Tin” they iwnore thit their love thail never decay, 
Im not quite fo wegk to, believe what they lay ; 
Or were thev ſincere, I'd be equally ſhy, 

"Tis Henry I love, and will love till 1 die. 


As ] ſtray thro” the grove, I ſing of my ſwain, 


And oft” by the murmuring ſtream I complain 


Wherever I rove, o'er hill, or o'er dale, 
I think on my love and his abſence bewail: 
Oh! may the kind pow'rs waft him {fe to his home, 
May his countrv's cauſe ne'er more caule him to roam: 
Then bleſt with my ſwain, never more will I fagh, 
Ti Henry Ile and will love till 1 die. 

B 4 SONG. 
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S. O0 N 684 


THE RONDELAY, 


Sung &y Mr. Townſend, 


W- the farmer has fallow'd and till'd all his 
land, 

And ſcatter'd the grain from fair induſtry's hand, 

And the team that aſhſted the harrow and plough, 

Has convey'd the rich produce {aſe home to the mow; 

Then what ſhall we do? what ſhall we do? 


CHORUS. 


Sing harveſt home, harveſt home, 
And rend the wide welkin with harveſt home. 


When Cudden has whiſper'd fair Doll in the ear, 
With ditties of love the whole round of a year, 
And ſhe has conſented his wiſh to fulfil, 

The prieft aſks the queſtic m,—bcoth anſwer I will: 
Then what ſhould they do? what ſhould they do? 
Sing harveſt home, harveſt home 

Dear wedlock is always love's harveſt home, 


Bown life's ſloping hill while old iquare-tces jogs on, 
And ſums up the treaſure in ſtore for his ſon; 

Young hopeful thinks long till fate winds up the charm 
That gives him poſſeſſion of acres and farm: 


Then 


C3 3 
Then what ſhould he do? what ſhould he do? 


Sing harveſt home, harveſt home, 
Old time never fails to bring harveſt home, 


When the Patriot has bellow'd himſelf into place, 
And the ribbon long wiſh'd for is grante His Grace, 
When placemen for penſions emplovmerits reign, 
And a crozier and mitte reward the divine: 

Then what ſhould they do? what ſhould they do? 
Sing harveſt home, harveſt home, 

They join in the ſtave, and ſing harveſt home. 


When ſoldicrs and ſailors return from the wars, 
Recounting their dangers, and boaſting their tcars, 
While beauty rewards them with kiſſes and ſmiles, 
Midſt the bleilings ot peace they forget all their toils; 
Then what ſhould they do? what ſhoula they do? 
Sing harveſt home, harveſt home, 

Each conqueſt to Britain brings harveſt home. 


Now Brunſwick's fair Princeſs arriv'd at our land, 
And gives to a Briton her heart and her hand, 
While we thank gracious fate for the bleſſing benign, 
And honor the offspring ot Brunſwick's tair line: 
Then what ſhould we do? what ſhoul we do? 
Sing harveſt home, harveſt home, 

We'll rend the wide welkin with harveſt home, 


B 5 SONG. 
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S O N 6. 


ENGLISH ALE. 


'YE mind me? I once was a ſailor, 
And in different countries I've been, 
If I lie, may I go for a taylor | 
But a thouſand fine fi »hts I have ſeen : | 
Pve been cram'd with mod things like a wallet, 
And I've guzzled more drink than a whale ; 
But the very beſt ſtuff to my palate 
Is a glaſs of your Engliſh good Ale 


Your doctors may boaſt of their lotions, 

And ladies may talk of their tea; 

But I envy them none of their potions, 
A glaſs of good ſtingo for me: 

The doctor may ſneer if he pleaſes, 

But my recipe never will fail, 

For the phylic that cures all diſeaſes, 

Is a bumper of Engliſh good Ale. 


When my trade was upon the ſalt ocean, 

Why, there I had plenty of grog; 

And I lik'd it, becauſe 14 2 notion; 

It ſets one's good ſpirits agog: 

But ſince upon land I've been ſteering, 

Experience has alter d my tale, 

For nothing on earth is ſo cheering, 

As a bumper ol Engliſh good Ale. 

4 SONG, 
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TE FREE BORN SONS, BRITANNIA'S POAST, 


Sung &y Mr. Davies. 


E free-born ſons, Britannia's boaſt, 
Firm as your rock-furrounded coaſt, 
Ye ſov'reigns of the lea ; 
On ev'ry ſhore where ſalt tides roll, 
From Eaſt to Weſt, from pole to pole, 
Fair conqueſt celebrate your name, 
Witneſs'd loud by wond'ring fame, 
The lads who dare be free. 


Miſtake me not my hearts of oak, 
I ſcorn with liberty to joke, 

Ye ſov'reigns of the lea; 
Aſſiſt, uphold, your church and ſtate, 
Your great men good, and good men great, 
All, all abroad, at home unite, 
And jovial join in faction's ſpite, 

Then, then, my ſriends, you're free, 


Ye ſov'reigns of wide ocean's waves, 

To heroes long enſhrin d in graves, 
A requiem let us ſing: 

I Alfred, Henry, Edward, name, 

Then William our deliv'rer came; 

May future ages Brunſwick own, 

Perpetual heir to Eritain's throne, 


So here's God ſave the King. 


B 6 SONG, 


S ON G.t 


THE MINIATURE, 
Sung by Maſter Welſh. 


ADST thou not ſeen in morning's orient eve, 
Some azure gleam mark when the ſun was nigh, 

And as its fleeting form would ſteal away, 

Found on thy memory its idea ſtray ? 

Alike on this fair miniature I trace, 

The abſent charms of lovely Delia's face. 


Haſt thou not ſeen, the evening ſtar, at night, 
Dart through the gloom a ray of tranſient light, 
Oft' cheep the peaſant's ſolitary way, 

With hopes, fond proſpect, of a chearful day? 
Alike on this fair miniature I trace, 


Midſt hopes and fears, my Dclia's lovely face, 
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LORD HowzE's VICTORY, 


Sung by Mr. Haymes. 7 


* newly earn'd laurels we'll proudly diſplay; 

And the firſt of June hail as the great naval day, 
When the Sans Cnllottes ran from the rate Britiſhrow, 
Kick'd up by the brave and invincible Howe, 


Thoſe 


— 


— 5 
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Thoſe the firſt to hail Rodney, will not be laſt now, 
To applad the proud vict'ry of gallant Lord Howe, 
W hote tuccets has confirm'd, for the joy of the brave 
That the fleets of Britannia thall {till rule the wave. 


After three days hard knocks, and refitting all night, 

He, by ſignal, again call'd them on to the fight; 4 

Ready, ready, reſounded van, ceutre, and rear, 

Let us bear deun upon them, and then, lads, ſtand 
clear, 7 


Lay me cloſe, ſaid the Admiral, ſtill cloſer, I ſay, „ 
For I always was fond of that old {afhion way, 

Ah! quoth Admiral Sans Cullotte, if ſo you ſay, 
Hoilt de ſails dt de mountain, we'll {camper away. 


With vengeance inſpir'd, from the reſt of the line, 

Our Brunſwick ſelected the fam'd Jacobine, 

To the deep ſhe was doom'd, and her crew we bewail, 
But on land as at ſea may our Erunſwicks prevail. 


May the oftzpring of vict'ry be thrice welcome peace, 
May the contelis of nations at enmity ceaſe; 

May the toaſts of all tars, from the poop to the prow, 
Be, long life to the King, and ſucceſs to Earl Howe, 


SONG. 
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2 "a 1 — a well grown to an age. 
d young maids to marry, 
80 Three YO org would I; ain my hand engage, 
And try dit! lutts to carry: 


Young Pa ddy ir put in his claim, 

Then Sandy told ſott tales, 

And Taffy, look vou, fung his flame, 
And he came up from Wales, 

8 Cot pleſs hur, 


And he came up from Wales 
Och! I'm the crature! Paddy ſung, 


Take me, I tell vou, honey: 
Hoot, hoot, cry'd Sawney, hold your tongue, 
oe la ſſie got the money: ; 
Well I, fays Tafly cot 1.0 pelf, 
But hur will give, Icok you, 
Hur heart and ſcul, bciides hurſelf, 
And hur v I love mo t Lic, 
Cot pleſs hur, &c, 


Now when I'd well the merits ſcann'd, 
To ſt pþ their further teazing, 
I Cen to Taffy gave my hand, 
The lad to me moſt pleaſing : 
And now he's got me for a wiſe, 
So well we both agree, 
That few live half ſo ſweet a life 
As my dear Taft and me, 
Cot pleſs hur, &c. SONG, 


5 


8 O N C.t 


LA LEUP, 


Suns by Mr. Jucleden. 


HE morning is up, the morning is ups 
# d And the gallant falc'ner's abroad, 
We've eachof us had a ſtirruping cup, 
And of game we'll bring home a load: 
Uncouple the ſpaniels, and let the dogs try, 
See the partridges there on the wing, 
Quick, quick, jolly falconer, let the hawke fly, 
'Tis a pleaſure ht for a king, 


Barons of old, and princes fo high, 
Lov'd hawking as their lives; 
The health of the field and the falconer's cry, 
Drown'd even the pipes of their wives: 
Our hawk's they are a gallante ſhow, 
With rings and feather's ſo fine; 
The falconer laughs at the {ports below, 
And cries the air is mine. 
What {ſportſman to joys then inferior will ſtoop 
While the ſummit of ſporting is hawking—la leups 


SONG. 
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JACK AND HIS CHARMING FANNY, 
Sung by Mr. Dignum. 
HE eldeſt born of -lovelv ſpring, 


Prim roſes gav were blowing; 

The ſeather'd choir their mattins fing, 
And filver ſtreams were flowing, 

When trowter'd Jack Iprang on the beach, 
Alert and ſpruce as any, 

And eager heu the cot to reach, 

Where dwells his charming Fanny. 


Twelve tedious moons he counted ce'r, 
New lively, nuw down hearted ; 
Since from his much lov'd native ſhore, 
And much lov'd girl he'd parted ; 
Had felt the dire Sirccco blow, 
Seen ſtorms ard battles many, 
Brav'd death, who lays the hero low, 


But ſpared him tor his Fanny. 


He twirl'd the pin—* Who's there?” ſhe cried, 
In accents miidly winning ; 
By inſtin& threw her wheel aſide, 
And left to chance her {pinning : 
"Tis I,“ her lover's voice ſhe knew, 
*T was {ſweeter far than any! 
Like lightning to her arms he flew, 
And claſp'd his charming Fanny, 


True 


(97-3 


True love's perplex'd with hopes and fears; 
Oft' ruffled like the ocean ; 

But, ah! its joys exceed its cares, 
And tranſient's the commotion : 

Pale abſence proves of love the teſt, 
And falſe it renders many; 

But time ne'er told which lov'd the beſt, 
His Jack or charming Fanny, 


$.O N 6.7 


KATTY FLANINGAN, 


Sung by Mr. Folnflone, 


T the dead of the night, when by whiſkey ins 
ſpir'd. | 
And pretty Kitty Flaningan my ſenſes had fir'd, 
I tapt at her window, when thus ſhe began, 
O what the de devil are you at!?—Get out you naughty 
man. 


J gave her a look, O as fly as a thief, 

Or, when hunery, I'd view a fine fir loin of beef; 
My heart is red hot ſays I, but cold is my ſkin, 

So pretty Miſtreſs Flaningan, O won't you let me in. 


She open'd the door, I ſat down by the fire, 
And toon was reliev'd from the wet, cold, and mi 
And pleas'd her ſo mighaily, that, ere it was da 

Cole poor Katty's tender heart, and ſo tripp's 
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S O N 6.7 
FAL LAL IA. 


Sung by Mrs. Bland. 


X Fil lal la, lal lal lal lal lal la; 
To ſeek a ſtrageler of the fold, 

Fal lal la, &c. 
When paſſing o'er a fragrant glade, 
Deicry'd a young and beruteous” maid, 
And thus to her his vows he paid, 
Fal lal la, &c. 


Ah! beaut-ous maid, if vou'll be mine, 
Fal lal la, &c. 

Your brows with cowſlips I'll entwine, 
Fal lal la, &c 

To you the flow rets as they ſpring, 

In ruſhy baſkets I will bring, 

And ſweetly by your lide I'll dingy 
Fal lal la, &c. 


The maiden quickly rais'd her head, 
Fal lal la, &c. 

Her eyes their wonted beauties ſhed, 

Fal la! la, &c. 

is ſacred ſpot, ah! ſhepherd dear, 

proach not as my frowns you fear, 

un the ſun beams ſhelter here, 


lal la, &c. 


A SHEPHERD wander'd, we are told, 


———— 
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With vows of truth the maid he plies, 


Fal lal la, &c. 


To languiſh now began her eyes; 


Fal al . Ke. 


And as along the elade they went, 


His foul on nought but love intent, 
The yielding fair-one blufſh'd co nlent, 
Fal lal lay &. 


ON 6. 
WHACK FAL DE RAL, 


Sung by Mr. Banniſter. 
SEARCH round the world mine the very beſt 


trade 18, 
My pleaſure and bus'neſs is all with the ladies; 
With my whack fal de ral, fal de ral la, 
Whack fal de ral, lal de ral la. 


never could think that one wife was plenty 
The law's againſt two wives, ſo Ill marry twenty: 
With a whack fal de ral, &c. 


That marriage is good is a well underſtood thing, 
And I'm always for having enough of a good thing 
With a whack lal de ral, &c. 


Take comfort, my wives, if I'm hang'd 'cauſe I'm bleſt 
in ye, 

For marriage and hanging go by deſtiny: 

With a whack tal de ral, Kc. 


This marrying trade I never ſhall alter, 
Till wedlock's ſoft nooſe is exchavg'd for a halter: 
With a whack fal de ral, &c 
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ALL ON BOARD OF A MAN OF WAR, 
Sung by Mr. Digium. 


OULD you know, pretty Nan, how we paſs 
our time, 
While we ſailors are tofs'd on the ſea ? 
Why believe me, my girl, in each ſeaſon and clime, 
True hearted and merry we be: 
'Tho' tempeſt may blow, ſtill, unmindſul of care, 
So the fiddles but ſtrike up a bar, 
Why we ling and we dance, toaſt our ſweethearts, and 
ſwear, 


All on board of a man of war, 


Should the foe bear in fight and all hands call'd on 
deck, 


Don't think jolly ſailor's are cow'd, 

No—we'll teach them the old Britiſh flag to reſpect, 
And bid thein defiance aloud : 

Then to it like lions perhaps we may go, 
Waat then—do we whine at a ſcar? 

No—we ling and we fight till we take her in tow, 
All on board of a man of war, 


As for this thing and that which the lubbers on ſhore 
Would fain make our laſſes believe, 
Why, d'ye lee, its palaver, my girl, nothing more, 
So Nan, pretty Nan, do not grieve; 
No 


— 


* 
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No danger can ever our courage affright, 
Or ſhake the true love of a tar, 

And wherever ſteering we ſtill feel delight 
All on board of a man of war. 


S O N G. 


IT WAS ONE EVE IN SUMMER WEATHER, 


Sung by Mr. Denman. 


T was one eve, in ſummer weather, 
Near to a cliff, upon the ſand, 
Young Ned and Kate both ſtray'd together, 
For love had link'd them hand in hand; 
The boatſwain hail'd all hands on board, 
Ned ne'er repin'd at war or fate, 
He auſwer'd to the boatſwain's word, 
Tho' torn away from lovely Kate: 
For young Ned was true at heart, 
And ſcorn'd to rail at war or fate, 
Reſolv'd to act a Briton's part, 
But ſigh'd to leave his lovely Kate. 


A Frenchman's pennant was ſeen flying, 
Far in the offing, clear to light, 
Poor Kitty's eyes o'erflow'd with crying, 


She knew her Ned was call'd to fight: 


Avaſt, 
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Avaſt, ſays he, and ceaſe your whining 
We ſailors have no time to prate, 
Should I Rand here on {hore repining, 

] were unworthy lovely Kate. 


For young Ned, &c. 


May I be keel-haul'd if they find me, 
Like to a coward, run a-back ; 

Rather than leave that name behind me, 
I'd tight and die upon the wreck : 

But when the glorious action's over, 
Then ſhould my life be ſpar'd by fate. 

You'll find your Ned no changing lover, 
But faithful to his lovely Kate. 

For voung Ned, &c. 


S 0. N 6. 


RIPE CHERRIES 
Sung by Maſter 17h, 


OME buy my ripe cherries, fair maidens, come 
buy, 4 
I fell them ſo cheap ſure you cannot deny; 
Not for ſilver or gold with a cherry F ll part, 
To the {mile of good humour I'll yield up my heart, 
The true bleeding heart—come buy my ripe cherries, 
The true bleeding heart — come buy my ripe cherries, 
Come buy my ripe cherries, the true bleeding heart: 
Cherry ripe, cherry ripe, cherry ripe, cherry ripe, 
Conc buy my ripe cherries, the true bleeding heart. 
| Net 
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Not beauty alone I think worthy my prize, 

Nor the pout ot the lips or the glance of the eyes, 

To the froward, tho' fair, not with one will I part ; 

To the imile of good humour Fll yield up my hearts 
The true bleedir ; heart, &c. 


My cherries I ſel! for the ſm: iles 0 of the fair, 

Give a poor little J, K give uin a thare? 

For your kindneſs, dear la dies, a truth Ulla part, 
'Tis the ſmiles vf 2024 humour that wins ev'ry hearts 
The true bleedins heart, &c. 


. | 
THE CàorsB. | 
Sung ty Mr. Dignum. 


E nymphs and ſwains, 
Attend mo ra: 113. 
Sood humour prompts the lay; 
lively ions, 
And cheertu! throng, 
Will chice dull care awav: 
The times have been hard I allow, 
But fate ſniles propitiouſly now; 
And ſaſhion itſelt denotes plenty; 
dee all around 
What crops ahannd, 
For one ol lalt year we aave twenty: 


SS 


Fine 
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Fine crops, 
Rick tops, 
Huzza, huzza, huzza, 
What need we fear, what need we fear, 
This is the harveſt of leap year, 


The ladies too, 
As patriots true, 
Flock round the green-cloth board, 
And ſitting læte 
To help the ſtate, 
Deal out their ſpouſy's board: 

With arms and with elbows ſquare, 
No pains no expofure they ſpare, 
Content to be chain'd round the middle, 
With gilded head, 

Like gingerbread, 

All follow the card and the fiddle; 
Great haſte 

No waſte, &c. 


If aid like this 

Thro' Ma' am and Miſs 
From recreation ſprings, 

If bucks and fops, 

Produce ſuch crops, 
We ne'ercan want good things; 


But ſhould glittering belles ſhine in vain, 


And cruel informers complain, 

To ſtop the fair bank circulation, 
Our dogs will help 

Tax ev'ry whelp, 

And puppies may prop up the nation: 


Bow wow, 


That's how, &c. . SONG, 


. 
ROSY WINE IS THE Kr. 
Sung by Mr. Driznum. 
| Os wine is the key that will open the h. 
And the breaſt will be oe, will be 


mellous 


true that it 


When drunk we deſpiſe all baſe falihood and art, 


| For in liquor, in liquor, we're all honeſt fellows ; 


| Then quickly paſs the gingling gals, 


Ding dong, ding dong, 'till we are all mellow ; 


Loet every man do all he can, 


To be an honeſt fellow. 


The lawyer ſo grave for his client will plead, 


And with unbluſhing front againſt equity bellows, 
The key once apply d, owns he doubly was feed; 


For in liquor we're ail honelt ſellows. 
Then quickly pals, &c. 


The lover who vows for his fair-one he dies, 


When wine, roſy wine, his boſom once mellows, 
Will own that her gold is more bright than her eyes — 


For in hquor we're all honeſt fellows. 


Then quickly paſs, &c. 


Then if liquor can baniſh all art and deceit, 


; And the heart will be true that it mellows ; 
Let us toſs off large bumpers whenever we meet, 


For in liquor we're all honeſt fellows. 


Then quickly paſs, &c. 
C 
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S8 0 N 8. 


An! WELL-A-DAY POOR ANNA. 
Sung by Maſter Wal/þ, 


AIR Anna lov'd a ruſtic boy, 
And William was the ſhepherd's name; 
In him was center'd all her joy, 
For her he glow'd with equal flame: 
His cruel father knew he lov'd, 
And forc'd him o'er the ſeas away; 
Alone and ſad poor Anna rov'd, 
_ thus lung out— ah! well-a-day : 
Ah! well-a-dzy, well a-day, well-a-day, ah! well-a-day, 
Sigh, ſond heart, {igh, fond heart, ſigh, fond heart, but 
do not break, 
Deep in love, deep in love, deep in love, but dare not 
ſpeak. 


A wealthy neighbour woo'd the _ 
His gold the fordid mother w. 
The gentle Anna thus octray'e, | 
Was forc'd to church and us undone; 
Returning back ſhe inet her love, 
Ah! William, dear! ſhe fondly cy 'd, 
May you a hz; pier fortune prove! 
She prefs'd | bis hand- ſhe fi eh'd, and dy'd. 
Ah! well-a-day, well-a day, well-a-day, ah! well-a-day, 
Gentle hearts, gentle hearts, gentle hearts too ſoon will 
break, 
Deep in Jove, deep in love, deep in love, but dare not 
ſpeak. | 
SONG. 
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NAL, THE WOODMASXN, 


TAY, tray ller, tarry here to night, 
The rain yet beats, the wind is leul, 
The moon has too withdrawn her light, 


And gone to ſleep behind a cloud. 


"Tis ſeven long miles acroſs the moor, 
And ſhould you chance to go aſtray, 

You'll meet, I fear, no friendly door, 
Nor foul to tell the ready way. 


Come, deareſt Kate, our meal prepare, 
This ſtranger ſhall partake our beſt ; | 
A cake and raſher be his fare, ; 
With ale that makes the weary bleſt. 


Approach the hearth, there take a place, 

And *'till the hour of reſt draws nigh, ; 
Of Robinhood and chevy chace 

We'll fing—then to our palates hie. 


C2 SONG. 


SDN. 3 

SOFT is THE ZEPHYR, 2 

( 

OFT is the zephvr's breezy wing, 4 

And baliny is the breath of {priugs q 
When o'er the lilent dewv vale 

Its variegated {weets exhale; | 

Stolen from the frelhen'a fow'r, L 

Glitt'ning with an 24, whe hour, 

From the violet's nectar'd dew, 

And the rule of purp! e hue. 

P 

: 
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HEY DOWN DERRY. 


HRO” France, thro” all the German regions, 
I've rang'd rare objects to diſcover ; 
Seen pretty women in ſuch legions, 
I thought myſelf return'd to Dover: 
Briſk muſic made me gay, 
And lively all the way, 
For no tune's dull that once was merrv, 
With him that loves the hey down derry, 


The Spaniſh belle I've ferenaded, 

And many a night with the ſweet guitar, 
Beneath the l. ttice grate paraded, 

New tinkle tinkle, then gargan lara: 


'T was | 


Round wauld the girls of Ruſſia chatter, 
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= 
was munc ma. le me gay. 
And _ l the way; 


| For no tun 's dull that OKC Was mervs 
To him that love's the hey down derry. 


The fair of Italy to capture, 
A different ſtyle the men invent-o; 
To her the canzonet gives rapture, 
Nel cor piu non mi ſento: 
Such mulic has its day, 
But is not in my way; 
Yet no tune's dull that once was merry, 
With him who loves the hey down derry. 


Round would the girls of Ruſſia chatter, 
And view me o'er with looks of pleaſure; 
Their cymbals ſounded clitter clatter, 
And they tript in the ſprightly meaſure : 
Such mulic has its 105 
But is not in my wa 
Yet no tune's dull that once was merry, 
To him that loves the hey down derry. 


Hey! only eye him, what a wonder! 
Their cimbals founded clitter clatter, 
And the big drum rumbled thunder: 
Such muſic has its day, 
But is not in my way; 
Yet no tune's dull that once was merry, 
To him that loves the hey Gown derry. 


C3 SONG. 


EDWARD AND KITTY, 


\ T ED oft' had brav'd the field of battle, 


DS Had oſt' endur'd th: hardeſt woe; 


Had been where deep-m-uth'd cannons rattle, 
And oſt' been captur'd bv the foe: 

His heart was kind, to fear a ſtranger, 
The name of Briten was his pride, 

He nobly ſ{ccrn'd to ſhrink hom danger, 
And on a bed of honor dy'd: 

For, ſays Ned, whate'er befals, 
A Briton ſcorns te flinch and whine, 

He'll cheerful go where dur calls, 
And brave all ills but acer repine. 


Ned lov'd ſincere his charmin Kitty, 
Shet W with tears her ſoldier go; 
She pray kind heav'n t lend her pity, 
And held her Edword ir m the foe: 
My love, he c yd, thy grief give over, 
Th ie :ea's ci{crace a ſoldier's bride ; 
Bvt hy ple is Kitty luſt her lover, 
M ho on a bed of honor died. 


For, tays Ned, &c. 


SONG, 
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30 6. 
Sung in the Spaniſh Rivals. 


STILL THE LARK FINDS REPOSE 


a TILL the lark finds repoſe, 
| In the high waving corn; 
And the bee on the roſe, 
Tho ſurrounded with thorn; 
Never robb'd of their cafe, 
They are artleſs and free; 
But no more gentle peace 
Shall e'er harbour with me: 
Still in ſearch of delight, 
| Ev'ry pleaſure they prove, 
; Ne'er tormented by prile, 
Or the flights of fond love. 


Ss 0 N G. 


THE SAME WHEN AT 82A. 


W's os board our trim veſſel we joyouſſy 
H il' 
While the gzlats circled round with fall glee, 
King and C :untry, to give my 91d ens never fail'd, 
And the toaſt was ſoon r){s'd off by m 
Bil Hues might daſh, 
Light ipgs might flaſh, 
"Twas the fameto us both when at ſe>, 
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l 
F It ton pow ful foe in our track did but pala, 
0 & bete to live and die free: 
Co owe number d ne! Zuns AN r cach took a glaſs, 
Innen a broatiile we oaveher with UiIGE ; 


Cannon might roar, 
Echo'd ſrom ſhore, 
"I was the ſame to us both when at ſea. 
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Ss O N 6. 
PRETTY WOMEN AND WINE. 1 


O win and to wear a ſweet creature, 
Is always Sir Leinſter's delight ; 

The firſt thing he dreams in the mornings 
The laſt that awakes him at night : 

He's tight when he flips from his pillow, 
As a ſhip that is juſt out of dock; 

Though at duſk with a ſkin full of claret, 
He's apt to run foul of a rock: 

Sing ſmaghler oo ſmack ſmhilat ſmother, 
How funny this taſte is of mine! 

Oh! I learnt it from father and mother, 

To love pretty women and wine. 


* bs a q—— — * 
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EDWIN AND ELLA, 


IEE. beneath von bow'r of roſes, 


Sweetly lleeps the heav'nly maid, 


Tis my gentle love repoles, 
Softly tread the lacred thade. 


Mark the love that plays around her, 
Mark my Ella's graceful mien; 
Sce the wood nymph all around her, 

Hailing Ella, beauty's queen. 


Flatt'rins Cuptds round deſcending, 
Soft expand their itken wings; 
From the zZephyr's breath defending, 
Every ſweet that round her ſprings. 
Sportive fancy hear my prayer, 
Gently from thy airy throne, 
Whilper to the fleeping fair, 
Edwin lives lor her alone. 


S O NG. 
Sung by Miſs Dall. 


EHOLD, denied their airy flight, 
The tenants of the gaudy cage: 
No more their warblinss breathe delight, 
heir notes are chang'd to ſtrains of rage 


C5 


And 
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And ſhould perchance, in happy hour, 
dome friendly hand leave ope' the door, 
Eager they flv the bonds of pow'r, 
And gladly part to meet no more. 


Not ſo the bird whoſe choice is free, 
In jocund ſpring he joins his mate, 
Gaily they range from tree to tree, 
Their little breaſts with joy elate: 
And if ſome ruder breeze ſhould blow, 
Or chilling rain diſturb their reſt, 
Fondly they ſhare each other's woe, 
As deſtined partners of one neſt, 


88S ON 6. 


WIN roſes you've archly contriv'd, 
To diſplay all your charms on your face ; 
For fragrance you knew was deriv'd, 
From the boſom you're deſtin'd to grace. 


Here is love-lies-a-bleedino behind, 
But of heart's-eaſe no bud did I view; 
In my ſearch not a ſprig could I find, 
Or elſe I had cull'd it for you. 


Rude clime —'twas in vain to explore, 
For a boquet of nature in thee, 
Where Flora, alas! is no more, 


Than a poor humble ſtranger like me. 


SONG, 
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SWEET ELLEN, SORROW'S CHILD, 


OLD blew the wind, no gleam of light, 
When Ellen left her home, 

And brav'd the horrors of the night, 

O'er dreary wilds to roam : 
The lovely maid had late been gay, 

When hope and pleaſure {mil'd, 
But now, alas! to grief a prey 

Was Ellen, ſorrow's child. 


She long was William's promis'd bride, 
But, ah! how fad a doom, 

The gentle youth in beauty's pride, 
Was ſummon'd to the tmb: 

No more thoſe joys ſhall Ellen prove, 
Which many an hour beguil'd, 

From morn to eve {he mourns her love, 
Sweet Ellen, forrow's child, 


With falt'ring ſtep away ſhe hies, 
O'er William's grave to weep, 

For Ellen there, with tears and lighs, 
Her watch would often keep: 

The pitying angel ſaw her woe, 
And came, with aſpect mild, 

Thy tears ſhall now no longer flow, 
Sweet Ellen, ſorrow's child. 

C6 
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Thy plaintive notes were heard above 


Ve, 
** 25 'e thou ſhalt ſoon find reſt ; 


Again thou {halt hehold thy love, / 


And be for ever ble t: | 

Ah! can ſuch bliſs be mine, ſho cry &, f 

With voice and looks 10 wild. | 
Then ſunk upon the earth and dy — 

Sweet Ellen, ſurrow's child. 

. | 

| 

THE FADED BOOQUET, : 


* role, forgive the hond ſevere. 
That Th ate d! thee trom th ſcented bed, 


Thy v wid: w 4 pa Ather . its head; 
And thou, ſweet vi; let, m. 4 ſt flow'r, 
O take my {1d r- lentinsg a Up 
Nor ſt1in the breaſt whole e lowing POW'1 
Wich tog much Fundneſs bid thee dis. 


Sweet lilv, had Ine ver caz'd 
With rapture on your gentle orm; 
Tou might have dy'd; unnkn wa. un: rais'd, 
The victim of (ome ruthle' ſtorm; 7 
Where fickle love his altar reurs, : 
Yorr little bells had lea a ve, ; 
Cr, ſ:diy eem'd with kindred tears |. 
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Had deck d olle ho; leſs maidcn's Qrave n 
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Iconſtant woodbine, whereſore rove, 
With madd'ning ſtem about thy bow'r ? 

Why, with mv darkling myrt'e wos 
in bold defiance mock my p Wr 7 

Who quit the native garden 117, 
To faunt thy buds, thy odours fling, 

And idly greet the p+thng air, 

On ev'ry wanton zephyr's wing? 


Cy 


+4 


Yet, vet repine not, tho' ſtern tate 

Hath nid thy leaves of varyine hue; 
Since all that's lovely, ſoon or late, 

Shall lek'ting ſade, and die hike you: 
The fre of youth, the frolt ol age, 

Nur wiſdom's voice nor beauty's bloom, 
TH infatiate tyrant can aſſinge, 


Vi top the hand that ſeal'd your doom. 


* NG 


eENSIBILITY'S DOWER, 


Phe linnet culls his ſtore; 


7 


PONI the liaht don that mocks the gale, 
1 


rom ench wild How r that ſcents the vale, 
The bee à balm explores: 


With naturc's trueſt ſenſe endu'd, 
And conſcious of alloy, 

In ev'iy gift they find a good, 
And ev'ry good enjoy. 


2 . 
Fceling's 
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Feeling's vain child, alone aſſign'd 

To doubtful wav'ring pow'r, 
With fighs can chill the ſummer's wind, 
With tears can blight the low'r. 


Its only dang'rous gift, ah! why 
Did herv'n to man impart ? 

And bid each treach'rons ſenſe ſupply 
A venom for his heart, 


A DANCE ROUND THE MAYPOLE, 


Sung by Mrs. Mountain. 


DANCE round the may-pole my boſom delights, 
When the merry merry notes of the minſtrel 
call; 

When the ſeaſon is gay and the ev'ning invites, 

O the joys, the delights that my boſom enthrall: 
Then high-born maids look down with ſcorn, 

I envy not your giady round, 
While jewels bright your heads adorn, 
Content within our hearts is found. 


SONG, 
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HOW GAILY ROLL'D THE MOMENTS ON, 


Sung by Mrs. Franklin. 


OW gaily roll'd the moments on, 
When Sandy woo'd me ilka day, 
But a' that fleeting joy is gone, 
Since war hath preſs'd him far away: 
In vain the ſhepherds pipe and ſing, 
The blooming maidens dance in vain, 
Till peaceful time ſhall Sandy bring, 
To mingle in the happy train: 
Tho' blithſome are the rural ſwains, 
Who grace the flowery banks of Tay, 
Yet none of them, with a' their pains, 


Seem half fo bonny, blithe and gay. 


When dreſs'd in plaid of tartan bra' 

With garter's dic'd beneath his knee, 
So {mart a lad you never ſaw, 

And O how neat he look'd to me! 
Whene'er he drove his ſheep and kye, 

To ſell them at the tryſte or fair, 
Kind Sandy never fail'd to buy, 

A roll of ribbons for my hair: 
But now, his flocks of late ſo glad, 

His lambs that wont to ſkip and play, 
Methinks are unco' dull and 1ad, 

Since war hath preſs d him far away, 


, My boſom no ambition knows . 
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Ye fair, decreed in ſtate to ſhine, 
Your wealth and pump I envy not ; 

Be lairds your chvice, but Sandv's mine, 
With him to thare n lowly cot ; 


That veſtal maids may not impar 

It from as pure a paſſion flows, | 

ever Warn d a lover's heart: g 

Oft' muhing near yon _ nt birk, . 
| long t fee the happ aiy, 

Wen he hall lead me N * kirk, 

And ne'er again gang ſar away, 


S O N.. 
LOVE, THOU STRANGE C4PRICIQUS Box. 
Sung by Nr. Dis num. 


OVE, thou ſtrange capt cious boy, 

Source of ſorrow, ſource of joy, 
Tell me why delight is fown, 
From a boſom all your own 
From this earth, which own thy [way, 
Bid keen forrow iar away; 
Hope again and joy replace, 
Love to fill thy dwelling-; Place. 


Grief o erwhelms my conſtant breaſt, 
Sorrow hills the feat of love, 


Cupid give this boſom reſt, 0 
: Killing doubts and fears remove: 

From this heart; &c. *M 
I 1 


( 4t ) 


If my fair-one by a ſmile, 
Sorrow of its ſting beguile; 
Why then love fo froward be. 
Since v frown is death to me: 
From this heart, &c. 


S U N G6. 


DONALD OF DUNDEE, 
Sung by Miſs Miine. 
OUNG Donald is the blitheſt lad, 


That e'er made love to me, 
Whene'er he's by my heart is glad, 
He ſeems ſo gay and free; 
Then on his pipe he plays ſo ſweet, 
And in his plaid he looks ſo neat, 
It cheers my ſoul at eve to meet, 


Young Donald of Dundee. 


Whene'er I gang to yonder grove, 
Young Sandy follows me, 
And fain he wants to be my love, 
Bur ah! it canna be; 
Tho' mother frets both ſoon and late, 
For me to wed this youth I hate, 
There's none necd hope to gain yeung Kate, 


But Donald cf Dundee. 


When 


% 
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When laſt we rang'd the banks of Tay, 
The ring he ſhew'd to me, 

And bade me name the bridal day, 
Then happy would he be: 

I ken the youth will aye prove kind, 

Na mair my mother will I mind, 

Meſs John to me ſhall quickly bind, 
Young Donald of Dundee. 


SQ: N 0, 


$0 DEARLY I LOVE JOHNNY o. 


Sun by Mrs, Franklin, 


OUNG Sandy once a woving came, 
Aud f ndly tiy'd to vain my heart, 
He £2h'd wh ne'cr he own'1t his flame, 
But ſo:n 1 eu: is'd his wil y art; 
Th ilk lad, in tartan plaid, 
* *hwlde?' me blith and bonny O, 
O they'd try in vain wy ker: to gain, 
So dearly 1 love Juhni:y O. 


Tho' Johnny canna' by »Rt of wenſeh, 


Cuntentment cruwns bist wle fte, 
His roſy cheeks lenote iwee! health, 

And goodneſs makes the laddie great; 
In Aberdeen dee ner wos {ren 

A youth ſo blith 51.3 banny O, 
His flatt'ring tale con pvail, 

So dearly I love Johnny O. 


| — — - " 
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The other morn upon the bent, 
'T met my lad fo briſk and gay, 

He vow'd, unleſs I'd give confent, 
He'd o'er the hills and far away: 

As home we ſtra v'd, his pipes he play'd, 
And fang ſo ſweet and bonny O, 

made a vow to buckle too, 


So dearly 1 love Johnny O. 


$ 0 N . 
LUBIN OF THE HILL, 
Sung by Miſs Milne. 
* HERE Loweſt ff waves its yellow corn, 


ung Lubin does refide, 
Of humble ſtate and 1 wly born, 
Devoid ef fame or pride: 
The ſhepherds boſom tree from guile 
Knows nonght ot art or ill, 
Yet who can Live and ſweetly ſmile, 
Like Lubin of the Hill. 


Tho? riches ſcorn to deck his cot, 
Content around him dwells ; 

And tho' but few the ſheep he's got, 
His fleece all flocks excells: 

Rear'd. by his care they friſk and play, 
And rove about at will, 

Like when I gave my heart away 


** Lubin of the Hill. 


— 
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But Hymen ſoon ſhall join our hands, 
Youngs Lubin has confels'd, 

And lure u hen love CENentrts the bands, 
We muſt be truly bleſt: 

My hand and heart has long been thine, 
And ſhall, my ſhepherd, till, 

For who that's marry'd can repine, 


With Lubin of the Hill. 


N S8. 


FOR WE SHALL BOTH GROW OLDER. 
Sung by Maſter Welkh. 


HEY tell me I'm too young to wed, 
But ture 'tis all a fancy ; 
A ſmiling girl runs in my head, 
"Tis pretty little Nancy: 
My mother ſays it muſt not be, 
Tho' this I've often told her 
That Nancy is as voung as me, 


And we ſhall both grow older. 


* 


Her eyes are blue, with flaxen hair, 
Her fmile juſt hit my fancy; 

No girl fo mild, fo ſott, ſo tair, 
As pretty little Nancy: 

Then why net wed as well as love, 
And ſo I've often told her, 

If now too young, we thall improve, 


For we {hall both grow older, 
When 


G n - 
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When year on year rolls o'er her head, 
She ſtill will pleaſe my fancy, 
As when to church I fondly led, 
My pretty little Nancy : 
Then let us wed as love invites, 
For this I've often told ker, 
'I is love alone can give delight, 
Wen we are both grown older. 


8 
[HZ TRUE HONEST HEART» 
Sung by Mr. Taylor. 


N this chaos of new-ſan-led modes that we live, 
My ſentiments boldly and bravely PFll give, 
I'll do unto mortals. of ev'ry degree, 
As I wiſh unto others their conduct ſhould be; 
The beſt of all maxims, | think, for my part, 
Is my grandmother's mude—a true honelt heart, 


My neighbour I love as myſelf, I proteſt, 

It the ſame ſort of friendſhip I find in his breaſt; 
I rev'rence the laws and our ſov'reign reſpect, | 
He ne'er aims to ſubvert what ke's bound to protect; 
May heaven protect him, and fight on his part, 
For I firmly believe he's a true honeſt heart, 


New 


( 46 ) 
Now fill up your glaſſes, let each quit his ſeat, 


Let your brows be uncovered, ſtand firm on your feet, 
Take your glaſſes in hand, place them right to your lip, 


On pain of a bumper, let none dare to ſip, 


My ſentiments known then you all may depart— 


May diſtreſs never find out the true honeſt heart. 
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LISTEN TO THE VOICE OF LOVE, 
Sung by Maſter Welk. 


Liſten, liſten to the voice of love, 

He calls my Daphne to the grove, 

The primroſe ſweet bedecks the field, 
The tuneſul birds invite to rove, 

To ſofter j vs let ſplendor yield, 

O liſten, liſten to the voice of love. 


Where flow'rs their blooming ſweets exhale, 
My Daphne let us fondly ſtray, 

Where whis'prinsg love breaths forth his tale, 
And ſhepherds ſing their artlefs lay; 

O liſten, liſten to the voice of love, 

He calls my Daphne to the grove. 


Come ſhare with me the ſweets of ſpring, 
And leave the town's tumultuous noiſe; 
The happy ſwains all cheerful ling, 
And echo {till repeats their joys: 
Then liſten, liſten to the voice of love, 
He calls my Daphne to the grove, 
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HOW OFT? WHEN COOLING ZEPHYRS PLAY» 
Sung by Miſs De Camp. 


OW oft* when cooling zephyrs play, 
On Loddon's fertile fade, 
I] with my love have paſs'd the day, 
He aſk'd me for his bride: 
O, the tongue, the babbling tongue, 
That did my heart betray — 
He preſs'd, I bluſh'd, he wept, I tigh'd, 
And look'd my heart away. 


But men our eaſy love diſdain, 
And real bleſſings mils, 
No longer pleas'd but while we feign, 
To check the offer'd kits: 
O, the pang, the killing pang, 
When flighted maids complain; 
Should Edmund ipurn his Jane and bliſs, 
"T would rend my heart in twain. 


SONG. 
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S ON: 6. 
KATE OF DOVER, 
Sung by Mr. Digrum. 
ED FLINT was lov'd by all the ſhip, 


Was tender hearted, bold, and true, 
He'd work his way, or drink his flip, 

With e'er a ſeaman in the crew: 
'Tho' Ned had fac'd his country's fee, 

And twice had ſail'd the world all over, 
Had {cen his meſſmates oſt' laid low, 

Yet would he ſigh for Kate of Dover. 


Fair was the morn when on the ſhore, 
Ned flew to take of Kate his leave; 
Says he, my love, your grief give cv er, 

For Ned can ne'er his Kate deceive: 
Let fortune ſmile, or let her frown, 

To you I ne'er will prove a rover, 
All cares in gen'rous flip I'll drown, 

And ſtill be true to Kate of Dover. 


The tow'ring cliffs they bade adien, 
To brave all dangers on the main, 
When lo! a fail appear'd in view, 
And Ned with many a tar was {lain : 
Thus death, who lays each hero low, 
Robb'd Kitty of her faithful lover ; 
The tars oft” tell the tale of woe, 
And heave a ſigh for Kate of Dover. 


SONG, 
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THE YOUNG IRISH CAPTAIN, — 


Sung by Mrs. Franklin. 


HREE lovers I boaſt that are handſome and ſmart 
And each in his turn has laid iiege to my heart; 
But when I give up to ſo bold a requeſt, 
It muſt be to him that my fancy likes beſt: 
Now one is a fop that dcats on himſelf, 
And the other, tho* pleating, is fond of his pelf, 
But he that's moſt loving, courageous, and free, 
Is the young Irith Captain, the huſband for me. 
With a rub a dub, row de dow, rub a dub, 
Row de dow, O the dear creature, 


My mother now, mind, intercedes for the fop, 
And my father for money at nothing will top; . 
So one is for this, and the other for that, 

But neither my ſoldier will deign to look at: 

And this is the reaſon—his fortune is {mall, 

Or indeed, to ſpeak plainer, he has none at all; 
But ſo ſweetly be pleads, and fo loving is he, 

That the young Iriſh Captain's the huſband for me. 
With his rub a dub, &c. 


When be whiſper'd, dear lad, t'other day in my ear, 
Let us baſte to the church ind get married my dear, 
O, he look'd in my face, and he ſo ; preſs d my hand, 
That 1 could not his tender entreaties withitand ; - 
D or 
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For the bold fon of Mars ſo well acted his part, 

| That he forc'd me, I own, to ſurrender my heart, 
So now where he marches Im likely to be, 

For the voung Iriſh Captain's the huſband for me. 


With his rub a dub, &c. 


s Oo s. l 


THE WANDERING LAMB, 


Pa. | 


Sung by Mr. Incledon. 


N anxious mother ſearch'd in vain, 10 
To find her darling infant lamb, ö 
Which playful ſtray'd from off the plain, 


So Joſt its way, ſo loſt its dam: © - 
The bleating mother's rending cries, | 

Soon reach'd the paſſing trav'ller's ear, © 
Each bleating ſound was fill'd with ſighs, 

Aflection dropt ſweet nature's tear, | 


Hard cruel fate! moſt ſad to tell, 
The {now tell faſt, the cold ſevere, 

When; near a diſmal dreary dell, 
The little wand'rer periſh'd there! | 

There on a bank of feather'd ſnow, 
The hapleſs victim ſunk to reſt ; 

Death kindly gave a gentle blow, 
And 5ll'd with care the mother's breaſt, 

SONG, 
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@ DEARLY I LOVE SOMEBODY. 


Sung by Mrs. Mountain. 


F all the ſwains both far and near, 
Or e'er my eyes did ſee, 

I love but one ſincerely dear, 

And truly he loves me; 
The youth is ever where I am, 

And does ſo ſweetly woo, 
O l love ſomebody, love ſomebody, love me- 

Yy 

I do indeed love ſomebody, 

But cannot, but cannot, but cannot won't tell whe. 


Tf e'er ſome ſtory I deviſe, 
To talk of love a bit, 

My father gently chiding cries, 
"Tis time enough as yet: 

But my dear lad does not ſay ſo, 
So kind is he and true; 

O dearly I love ſomebody, &c. 


The ring is bought, and, better ſtill, 
(Its true upon my life) 

The prieſt will make us, O he will, 
Next Sunday, man and wife; 

"Tis then I ſhall be made a bride, 

9 In truth I wiſh it too, 
Tor dearly I love ſomebody, &c. 
| D 2 SONG. 


8 O N G. * 


TANTIVY, MY BOYS, TANTIV? 


Sur * by Mrs Js Leaver. 


E dull ſleeping mortals of ev'ry de Tree, 


Awake at the found of my ions 


Ye fluggards ariſe and to hunting with me, 


Tantivy I'll lead you along, 


O'er mountains and vallies, o'er woodlands an 


And lorelts impervious to fight, 
Tul lead, if my argument with you 


11, 
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I'll lead you brave boys to delight, 


Tantiyy, brave boys, &c. 


Hvgea I'm c. 


I'd by the faves of old, 


The goddeſs preſiding o'er health; 
Then venture, like heroes, with me, and be bold, 


Tantivy, you'l 


If health ſhould forget to attend; 


| add to your wealth: 
For riches, 4 me's, a bubble at beſt, 


d dais, 


Then haſte, my brave boys, i in purſuit of the gueſt, 
And ſhe will your wiſhes befriend, 


Tantivy, my boys, &c. 


In courts or in cities its not to be found, 


Where tolly has fix'd her retreat, 
But haſten with me o'er the green mantled ground, 


Tantivy, tantivy, repeat : 


The ruddy complexion that crumſons the face, 


'The elegant glow on the cheek, 


Far ſweeter than riches are found by the chace, 
And theſe are the pleaſures we ſeck. 


Tantivy, my boys, &c. 
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WE SHALL BE MARRIED TO-MONNOW, 


J OUNG Will. of the green is the lad to my mind, 

Y For tho' he is ak t to Le tezing, 

Not a ſwain in the village, tho' gentle and kind, 
Talks of love in a manner 65 pleaſing; 

Laſt night as I rov'd on the banks of the Dec, 
To de ſure my fond lover muſt foll OW — 

He forc'd a fond kiſs, and a pr omiſe from me, 


That We {ſhould be married co-morrov. 


J fain would have anſwer'd indeed its too ſoon, 
But the lad was ſo fond and endearing, 

I could nct reſuſe him fo {mpie a boon, 
When ell that he crav'd was a bearing; 

My hand he ſo preſs'd, that I could not Tay no, 
Or give the fend youth any ſorrow, 

I heard kim with patience determine it ſo, 


— 


And we {hall be married to merrow. 


In the morning the bells will merrily ring 
My heart with the thought is delighted, 

Nor e'er will I envy a queen or a king, 
When Jand my love are united: 

Our lives hell be f. pent without murmur or ill, 
Nor e'er know of *croukle or forrow, 

And then he thall kiſs me as oft” as he will, 
For we {hail be married to-morrow. 
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THE FAiR OF BRITAIN'S ISLE, 


Sung by Ar. Taylor. 


ILL, fill the glaſs, to beauty charge, F 
And baniſh care from every breaſt; | 
In briſk champaigne we'l: quick diſcharge 
A toaſt ſhall give the wine a zeſt; 
With rapturous love the foul delight, 
And make e'en miſery ſmile, 
The nation's ornament moſt bright, 


The Fair of Britain's Iſle. 


The boaſted beauties they ſurpaſs, 
Of France, of Italy, of Spain; - 
More nobly rank'd in virtue's claſs, 4 
The world's applauſe they juſtly gain : 
Ci caſnia's dames no more ſhall boaſt, 
Their once all-conqu'ring ſmile, 
Thro' kingdoms this the future toaſt — & 
The Fair of Britain's Ifle, | 
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Then join with me ve gen'rous youth, 
Whole breuſis with noble paſhon burn, 
Plead with {inceritv and truth, 

Nor doubt vou'il meet © juſt return: 
Do you deſerve, and they'll rewart, 
Vith faſcinating ſmile: 

Then love and how ever guard, 

The jair of Britain's ile. 
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THE THRIFTY WIFE. 
Sung by Mr. Dignum. 


AM a cheerful fellow, altho' a married man, 

1 And in this age of folly purſue a ſaving plan; 

Tho' wives are thought expenſive, yet who can live 
alone? 

Then ſince thev are dear creatures, tis beſt to have 
but one; 

My choice diſcovers clearly my prudence and my faſte 

I've a very little wife, with a very little wait. 


Marriage is a draught we take for better or for worſe, 

And wile is he who can prevent the drafts upon his 
purle ; 

But evils are much leſſen'd, when wives are well in- 
clin'd, 

For tho' they come acroſs us, t! ey ſua pe them to our 
mind; 

If matters are well manae'd, no need to be ſtraight 
lac'd, 

You ma with little danger increaſe the little waiſt, 


Tho” ſpouſy's ſo difcreet ſtill each faſhion ſhe'll diſplay, 

And her bolom, heaven bleſs her, is as open as the day; 

Her garment (may I venturea ſimilie to beg) 

Hangs looſely from her ſhoulder, like a gown upon a 
Cl ; 

Yet, ſearful of expences, ſhe ſhortens it, tho' ſmall, 

And if the goes on bhortening there 'I be nu waiſt at ail. 
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S. O N 6. 
iN DFFENCE OF HER SEX, 
Sung at the Apollo Gardens. 


N defence of her ſex ſure a woman may ſpeak, 
Prav what is it now that vou men would be at ? 
Do you think that we mind- each occaſion you ſeek, 
To laugh at our drefs, little waiſts, and all that ? 
No, don't Sirs believe it, ſuch nonſenſe muſt fall, 
Convinc'd, when we look but a moment about us, 


That whether we're all waiſt, or no waiſt at all, 


You can't, for the life of you men, do without us, 


"Tis ally to ſport with our fancies and dreſs, 
As we can ſubdue you whenever we pleaſe ; 
For ſince we've the power, you all mult conſeſs, 
To make you aſk pardon for that on your knees: 
Then prithee, dear Sirs, leave our ſhort waiſt a lone, 
"Tis the whim of the day, and we'll have it don't 
doubt us; 
So give o'er your jeſting, and candidly own, 
You can't for the lite of you men do without 115, 


That women have tongues I believe you well know, 
But pray do not force us to put them in uſe, 

For ſure, if vou give them but freedom to go, 
You'll find it a hard thing to ſtop their abuſe: 

Beſides, look at home —on the dreſs of yourſelves, 
With your Spencers and Pantaloons flocking about 

us: | 

But I tell you again, O ye canfident elves, 

Lou can't, for the ſoul of you men do without us. 
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S8 O N 6. 
THE COTTAGE OF CONTENT, 
Sung by Mr. Collins. 


Na cottage I live, and the cot of content, 

| As its roof's neither lofty nor low, 

May boaſt that 'tis bleſt like a patriarch's tent, 
With all the kind gods can beſtow : 

Tis a ſtation that vie!ds me a {pring of delight, 
Which lordlings me envy to {-e; 

And a King mis ht behold it, and fay, does this wight 
A bleſſing poſſeſs more than me. 


My tenement ſtands on the brow of a hill, 
Where on mimmon and pride I look down; 

While the cuckoo's note join'd with the clack of the mill 
I prefer to the ctack of the ton: 

Of my houſe I'm the fov'reign, my wite is my queen, 
And ſhe rules whi.e {he feer< to bey; 

Thus the autumn of lite lite the fine tide ſerene, 
Makes November as cheerful as ay. 


I Ive down with the Iamb, and I riſe with the lark, 
Hen 1th, ſprits, and vigour to {h-r-, 
For I fee! on my pille no hon in the lark, 
Which the deede f the day phnted there: 
And thy' bivots each nicht, to evide heavinz wrath, 
To ther ſaints and their wo den gods pray; 
Superſtition I-court not for dag gers o. th, 
In my ſleep to drive demon: away, 
D 5 e 
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Yet let not the egntift boaſt of his bliſs, 
Nor to ſelf be life's comforts conbn'd, 
As he certainly merits all bleſſings to miſs, 
Who has no ſocial impulſe of mind: 

For my friend I've a boaid, a bottle aud bed, 
And more welcome thit friend if he's poor ; 
Nor ſhall he who looks up for a flice of my bread, 

Tho' a ſtranger, be ſhut from my dor. 


No ſervant I ſtint, nor put key on my cot, 
To ſave a poor horn of fall beet; 

Nor buttery, nor pantry diſgiac'd with a lock, 
Shall proclaim that old gripe-all ſtarves here: 

For the miler on boits and on bars may depend, 
Jo keep thieves and rubbkers at bay: 

But domeſtic attachment my houſe ſhall defend, 

From free-booters by night and Ly dy. 


S UN U i 
THE HUNTSMAN'S RHAPSODY, 
Sung ty Mr. Gray. 


F horſes and hounds who ſcud ſwift o'er the plain, 
Praife has oft” wing'd its notes to the ſky ; 

While echoing korns have repeated the ſtrain, 4 
And join'd in the huntſman's full cry : 

My voice I'll attune, then the chace grace my ſong, 

For nought can compare to its joys; 

O'er mountain, thro' valley we ſpank it along, 

Tantivy, tantivy, bark forward my boys, 1 
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"Tis exerciſe ever gives health its warm glow, 
And yields to refreſhment a zeſt; 

How ſweetly to friend{hip the bottle will flow, 
When return'd, plenty welcomes each gueſt, 

My voice, &c. 


Our hounds truly train'd, are of excellent breed, 
Brother ſportſmen I'm your's while I've breath; 
Our horſes are ne'er to be equall'd in ſpeed, 
And we always are in at the death, 
My voice, &c. 


From the ſhades could old Nimrod, that hunter of old, 
Be permitted to view our domain, 

Our horſes, our hounds, and our huntſmen ſo bold, 
He'd wiſh to pals life o'er again, 

My voice, kc, 


n 


THE HEIRESS STOLE AWAY. 


Sung by Mrs, Mountain. 


HO hunt after fortune attend, 
\ \ And you who make beauty your game ; 
To me your attention pray lend, 
I'm a heireſs of fortune and fame : 
An heireſs ! hark forward! they cry, 
Purſu'd by the young and the old; 
Over hedges and ditches they fly, 
To come within view ef the gold: 
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While I, like the poor timid hare, 

When ſhe firſt hears the horn's diſtant lay, 
Stait, double, and run without care, 

*Stole away!" they all crv, * ſtole away! 


An Triſh young hunter gave chace, 
O dear—but he'd make me his wife; 
Or 'twould be, when dead, mv lad caſe, 
To lead little apes all my liſe: 
Ah heireſs! hark forward" his cry, 
No danger his love ſhould diſmavy, 
After breaking his neck, he wou'd try 
To hunt me ty death his own way: 
While I, like the poor timid hare, 
When ſhe firſt hears the horn's diſtant lav, 
Start, double, and run without care, 
*Stole away! they all cry, * ſtole away. 


But I've a young man in my eye, 

Not you, Sir, no, no, Sir, nor you ; 
On him I may ſafely rely, 

He keeps me at all times in view: 
An heireſs! hark forward!” they cry 

Yet that had not power to charm ; 
"Twas love, I'll not ſtrive to deny, 

A love that was gen'rous and warm: 
I'll with him, like the poor timid hore, 

When ſhe firſt hears the horn's diſtant lay, 
Start, double, and run without fear, 
Stole away! they all cry, * ſtole away. 
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s O N 6. 


ANNA'S LuLLAE v. 


Sung by Mr. Fohnſtone. 


Na bank of ſweeteſt flowers, 
\ Where the roſe and lily vie, 
There the maid beguil'd ſed hours, 
Anna there ſung lullaby ; 
Anna there {ung lullaby, 
Lullaby, lullaby, 
Anna there ſung lullaby, 


Lullaby, lullaby, lullaby, lullaby, 


Her ſoul's treaſure from her parted, 
Gone to conquer or to die, 

She exclaims, quite broken hearted, 
* Cannons roar his lullaby, 


Lullaby, &c. 


May the hand of heaven defend him, 
Turn the balls that round him fly, 
To his Anna's arms ſafe fend him, 
There in peace lung lullaby.” 
Lullaby, &c. 
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JACK AT THE WINDLASS, 
Sung by Mr. Fawcett, 
OM, all hands ahoy, to the anchor, 


From friends and relations to go; 
Poll blubbers and cries—devil thank ber 
She'll ſoon take another in tow: 
This breeze like the old one will kick us 
About on the boiſterous main, 
And one day, if death does not trick us, 
Perhaps we may come back again: 


CHORUS. 


With a will-ho, then, pull away, jolly boys, 
At the mercy of fortune we go, 

We're in for it, then what folly, boys. 
For to be down-hearted, yo-ho. 


Our Boatſwain takes care of the rigging, 
More eſpecially when he gets drunk ; 
The bob-ſtays ſupply him with ſwigging, 
He the cable cuts up for old junk: 
The ſtudding-fail ſerves for a hammock, 
With the clue-lines he bought him his call, 
While enſigns and jacks, in a mammoc, 
He ſold, to buy trinkets for Poll. 
With a will-ho, &c, 
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Of the Purſer, this here is the maxim, 
Slops, grog, and proviſions, he ſacks ; 
How he'd look, if you was but to ax him, 
With the Captain's-clerk who 'tis goes ſnacks? 
Oh! he'd find it another-guſs ſtory, 
That would bring his bare back to the cat, 
It His Majeſty's honor and glory 
Was only juſt told about that. 
With a will-ho, &c. 


Tne Chaplain's both holy and godly 
And fets up for heaven agog ; 
Yet, to my mind, he looks rather oddly, 
When he's ſwearing and drinking of grog: 
When he took on his knee Betty Bowſer, 
And talk'd of her beauty and charms, 
Cry'd I, which is the way to heav'n now, Sir?” 
Why, you dog,' cry'd the Chaplain, * her arms!“ 
With a will-ho, &c, 


The Gunner's the devil of a lubber, 
The Carfindo can't fiſh a maſt; 

The Surgeon's a lazy land-lubber, 
The Maſter can't ſteer if he's aſt : 

The Lieutenants conceit are all wrapt in, 
The Mates hardly merit their flip; 


Nor is there a ſwab, but the Captain, 


Knows the ſtem from the ſtern of the ſhip, 
With a will-ho, &c. 


Now tore and aft having abus'd them, 
Juſt but for my fancy and gig, 
Cg uld 1 find any one that ill-us'd them, 
D mc but I'd tickle his wig: 
Jack 


| 
| 
' 
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- Jack never was known for a railer, 


"T'was fun ev'ry word that I ſpoke ; 
And the ſign of a true-hearted ſailor, 

Is to give and to take a good joke. 
With a will-ho, &c, 
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NARK, HARK, ELIZA S TUNEFUL VOIGE, 
Y Sung by Maſter Plel; ts 


ARK, hark, Eliza's tuneſul voice 
(3; ves mrmony to love's fott long ; 
Huſh ev'ry rude and vulgar noile, 
Ye zephy s {ttly breathe along. 


See love be ſelſ ſtands liſt'ning by, 
While Cupids hover round, 

Let not the eder heaving ſigh. 
Diſturb the magic ſound. 


"Tis heav'n to bear Eliza's voice, 
When love inſpires the long, 

But ah! how muſt that ſwain r: joice 
Whoſe name her notes prolong, 
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SWEET [ANZ OF GRISIFOLYT, 


. Sung 
HAD I Allen Ramfay's art, 
() To ting my paſhon tender, 
In ev'ry line ſhe'd read my heart, 
Such ſoothing ſtrains I'd ſend her: 
Nor his, nor gentle Rizzio's aid, 
To ſhew, is all a folly, 
How much I love the charming maid, 


Sweet Jane of Griſipoly. 


by Mr. Johnſtone. 


She makes me know what all deſire, 
With fuch bewitching glances, 
Her modeſt air then checks my fire, 

And ſtops my bold advances: 
Meek as the lamb on yonder lawn, 
Yet by her conquer'd wholly, 
For ſometimes ſprizhtly as the fawn, 
Sweet Jane of Gri.ipoly, 


My ſenſes ſhe's bewiider'd quite, 
I ſeem an am'rous ninny, 

A letter to a friend I write, 
For Sandy I ſign Jenny: 

Laſt ſunday when from church I came, 
With looks demure and holy, 

I cry'd, when alk'd the text to name, 
"Twas Jane of Grilipoly, 


( 66 ) 


My Jenny is no fortune great, 
And I am poor an! and lowly, 
A ſtraw for pow'r and grand eſtate, 
Her perſon I love {lety . 
From ev'ry ſordid ſelfiſh view. 
So free my heart is wholly, 
3 And ſhe is kind as I am true, 
Sweet Jane of Griſipoly. 


| s o N G. 
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| THE RAPTURE, 


* HEN firſt thy ſoſt lips I but civilly preſs d, 
Eliza how great was my bliſs! 

The fatal contagion ran quick to my breaſt, 

| I loſt my poor heart with a kils. 


And now, when ſupremely thus bleſt with your ſight, 
I ſcarce can my tranſports reſtrain: 

| I with, and I pant, to repeat the delight, 

| And kiis you again and again. 


In raptures I wiſh to enjoy all thoſe charms, 

| Still ſtealing from favor to favor; 

Now, now, O ye gods, let me fly to her arms, 
And kiſs you for ever and ever, 
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Ss O N 6. 
GENTLE LOVE, 


ENTLE love this hour befriend me, 

To my eyes reſign thy dart; 
Notes of melting muſic lend me, 

To tiffolve a frozen heart: 
Chi!l as mountain ſnow her boſom, 

Thy I tender language uſe; 
"FT is by cold indift rence frozen 

To my arms and to my muſe, 


See, my dying eyes are pleading, 
Where a broken heart appears ; 
For thy pity interceding, 
With the eloquence of tears: 
While the lamp of life is fading, 
And beneath thy coldneſs dies, 
Death my ebbing pulſe invading, 
Take my ſoul into thine eyes. 
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| Suns by Mrs. Bland. 


F TOW miſtaken is the lover, 
3} Who on words builds hopes of bliſs; 
And fondly thinks we love diſcover, 

It perchance we anlwer, yes: 


Prompted 
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Prompted often by diſcretion, 

Is the ſeeming kind expreſhon, 

When the tongue the heart belving 

Dares not venture on denving, 

But in ſpite 0 diicontent, 

G1 inc tha 1; blag , FP noe {ant 
IVes the ICEINDIQTE ol contient. 


Ah?! how vain is art's proſeſſion, 

Tho” the falt'ring tongue comply, 
What av21ils the cold conſeſſion, 

It th' averted eves deny? 
Happier far th' experienced ſwain, 
Knows ke eriamphs muſt attain, 
When in vain {ſucceſsful trial, 
Language gives the faint dental; 
While the eves betray the fiction, 
In delightful contradiction, 

And the cheeks with bluſhes glow, 
And the tongue ſtill falters no. 
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TiS IN. VAIN FOR SUCCGUR CALLING. 


3 IS in voin for ſuccour calling, 
Hope no more my boſuun cheers 

Cruel fate that bliſs a ippaling. 7 
With her ſcrol of joviels years: 

Come, de'pair a: nd diſtraction, confound me, 
Add ſtill to my life's wretched load ; 

And while your mix'd horrors furround ine, 
This detert of wildnels hall be my abode. 


N. 


His FORM BY NATURE S HAND WAS CAST, | 


IS form by noture's hand was caſt, 
In beauty's manly mou ; 


His heart a coſtly jewel was, 
Cas'd in a ſhrine of gold; 

The gods in heav'nly ſvnod met, 
And each a bleſhing gave, 

| Wie, valiant, virtuous he became, 

But, ah! he was a ſlave, 


He ſerv'd as flave yet never ferv'd, = 
A proud unworthy dame ; 

He lov'd as youth ne'er lov'd before, 
But fed a hopeleſs flame: 

For hard the heart of her he lov'd, | 
And ſtubborn was her pride, | 

One day ſhe drove him from her light, 


He bow'd, obey'd, and dy'd. 


And never ſhall his mournful tale 
Soft pity fail to move ; 

Nor was there one who ſaw the you!!:, 
That ever fail'd in love: 

| And was it then that fortune's blind, 
Or was it fortune's ſpite, 

O take away her pow'r, ve gods, 
Or give her back her ſight. 
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FAIRER THAN FAIR EDEN'S Bous. 


AIRER than fair Eden's bow'r, 
Friendſhip, geddeſs heav'nly bright, 


- Dropping in a baimy ſhow'r, 


Breathing concord and delight: 
When we feel thy ſacred fire 

Glow with ardour in our heart, 
The flame inſpires us with deſire, 

To relieye each other's ſmart, 


8 0 N 6. 


LOVE. 


OVE's a ſweet, a gen'rous paſſion, 
T hat can ev'ry vice controul ; 


 Kound the lobe in ev'ry nation, 


Love doe humanize the foul; 
Love can ſoften vage nature, 

And fine ſentiment :i; art ; 
Love can brighten up each icature, 

And with rapture fill the heart, 


Love to ſocial friendſhip fires us, 
Greateſt good this fide the grave, 

Love to noble deeds inſpires us, 

Love can make een cowards brave: 
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See two hearts by love united, 
Greater js can ne'er be found; 
With each other they're delighted, 
| Ind with bliſs ſupteme they're crewn'd, 


S ON C. 


| THE SILVER RAIN, 
| 


HE ſilver rain, the pearly dew, 
The gale that ſweeps along the mead, 
The ſoften'd rocks once ſorrow knew, 
Ard marbles have found tears to ſhed ; 
The ſighing trees in ev'ry grove, 
Have pity, it they have not love, 


Shall things inanimate be kind, 
And every {oft ſenſation know; 
The weeping rain, the fighing wind, 

All, all but you ſome mercy ſhew ; 
Let pity, then, your boſom move, 
| Have pity tho' you have not love. 
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WHEN THOU ART ABSENT, CHARMING MAID. 
Sung by Mr. Incledon. 


7 HEN thou art abſent, charming maid, 
In vain the {ky larks ſing; 

Or woodbines weave the vernal ſhade, 

Or Flora paints the ſpring: 
But when you range the daiſy'd field, 

Or in the garden rove, 
Increas'd pertume the bloſſoms yield, 

And ſeem to court your love. 


Sharp are the pangs of wan deſpair, 
By which my breaſt is torn, 
While rob'd of thee, my lovely fair, 
More ſweet than May-day morn: 
Then haſte, dear tenant of my heart, 
Nor let my foul repine; 
O fly to heal thy lover's ſmart, 
Dear charming valentine. 


———— — Oo 
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8:0 N. 
Sung by Maſter Welih, 


T evening, when my work is done, 
And the breeze at ſetting ſun 

Scarcely breathes upon the tide, 

Then alone I love to glide, 

Unheard, unſeen, my holy oar, 

Steals along the ſhaded ſhore : 

All is dark, and all is mute, 

Save the moon, and lover's lute ; 

Tang, ting, tang, it ſeems to ſay, 

Lovers dread return of day, 


Toward the abbey-wall I ſteer, 
There the choral hymn I hear; 
While the organ's lengthen'd note, 
Seems in diſtant woods to float : 
Returning then, my ſilent oar 
Steals along the ſhaded ſhore; 

All is dark, &c. 
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IN THE LOW WINDING VALE, 
Sung by Mr. Sedgwick. 


1 N the low winding vale that's refreſh'd by the ſtteam 
Where the convent of Nicholas ſtood : 
The vineyard invites the ſun's ripening beam, 
And, believe me, the produce is good: 
E. How 


(.:.74--) | 
| How the monks; in their dau, | 
\ * - { * 
Muſt have i gd it away, fi 
O thev's let not a cluſter elcape ; 
| El their cheeks I fag gde, 
| In an afternoon's doze, 1 
| Were as purple aud plump as the grape, 
| The mouldering walls are conceal'd by the fruit, 
Aud the liquor vou'li fav is divine, 
| Tho the clay of the fathers ſtill clings to the root, 
: 3 0 0 
Our cups overflow with the wine. 
| How the monks in their day, &c. 
| Sd. N. 
| THE HEAVING OF THE LEAU, | 
| | ? 
| Sunz by Mr. Incled n. | 
* f 
— * . RR | 
OR England, when, witha {av'ring gale, „ 
N Our gallant ſhip up channel ſteer'd, 
ö And ſcudding under caſy ſail, 
The high blue weſtern land appear'd : 
To heave the lead the ſeaman ſprung, 
And to the pilot cheerly ſung, 
By the deep nine. 
And bearing up, to gain the port, 
> 


Some well-known object kept in view; 
An abb tow'r, an harbour-fort, 
Or began tothe veſſel true: 
Notte lead the ſeaman flung, 
Aw th the pilyt cheerly tung, | 
by the mark ſeven, 
And 
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And as the much-lov'd ſhore we near, 

With trank; port we behold the rot, 

Where dwelt : friend, or partner dear 

Ot faith and love a matchlels pr: 

4 

The lead once niore the ſea man 

And to the watchſul pilot ſung, 
Quarter leſs hve. 


1 
2, 
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Now to her berth the ſhip draws nie! 


| nigh, 
We take in ſail - the feels the tie, 
Stand clear the cable,” is the cry, 
»The anchor's S Lone, we lafcly rides 
The watch is ſet, and thro" the night, 
We hear the ſeaman wit: Loht 
Preciaim, 1 za! well, 
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YE STREAMS. 


— * ö / 7 
Sung by Me;. Cr. . 
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4004 from me 
Th e halte away, 
An 05 A vruads *CY 'd watchſal d Ga, 
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Ye gales, that love with me to ſigh, 
It in vour bree-y flight you le 
My dea Floreſki Uung'ring nigh, 
Oh! whif per this command ng me — 
Thy miſtrels bids thee haſte n ty, 
And {hun the broad- -ey'd * dav. 


2 
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HARK! THE CLARION SOUNDS & FAR. | 
Sung by Mrs. Learer. 


ARK! hark! the clarion ſounds a far, 
The hoſtile band 1s near; 
The hero burns to join the battle, 
Whilſt drums and trumpets rattle: 
Whilſt drums and trumpets rattle. 


Eager to fill th' hiſtoric page, 

The thirſt of glory all his rage: 

With crowds of fues he ſtrews the ground, 
Whilft war-like ſtrains of joy rebound, | 
Whilſt war-like ſtrains of joy $#C.buund, 


0 
PRITHEE, FOOL, BE QUIET, 


S t'other day young Damon ſtray'd, 
| Where Chloe ſat demure, 
He doff'd his hat, and figh'd, and gaz'd, 6; 

"Twas love that ſtruck him ſure? 

With rev'rence he approach'd the fair, 
Which ſhe look'd very ſhy at; 

And when he prais'd her ſhape and air, * 
"T'was— prithee, fool, be quiet. 


| 


—— AGO. 


— 
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ly dear, he cry'd, now be not coy, 
Nor think my meaning rude ; 

Let love, like mine, thy mind employ, 
True jove can ne'er intrude : 

Her hand he then efſay'd to kits, 
Which, frownineg, the crv'd he at, 

And when he {truggled for the blils, 
Said —pritkee, tool, be quiet. 


Then kneeling at her feet, he {wore 
Without her he ſhould die; 

And man ne'er lov'd a woman more, 
And heav'd a melting ſigh: 

Cupid unſeen now touch'd her breaſt, 
And there kick'd up a riot: 

Much ſoſten'd, yet ſhe ſtill expreſs'd, 
Nay—yprithee, Sir, be quiet. 


CANTATA 
LOVE AND INNOCENCE. 
RECITATIVES, 


HERE two tall elms their verdant boughi{ 
entwine, 
To form a ſhade, from ſpreading hazel's join'd ; 
I was there, to paſs in ſweets the ſultry hours, 
Young Damon hung the woodlands faireſt flow'rs : 
And when intenſely beam'd the mid-day heat, 
He ted his Phillis to the cool retreat ; 
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Where grew the cuckoo-pud, and daffodil, 
With wild thyme {weet, that loves the moſs-clad hill: 
No eve to fee, no ear to hear their chat, 

Low on the velvet 2rals the lovers ſat: 

Let not foul envy think they meant offence, 
No more they knew, but love and innccence: 
With gentle accents trembling on his tongue, 


Thus to the maid he lov'd the ſhepherd ſung. 


A 1 Ko 


Wh:ilft thelter'd from the beams of noon, 
Your ewes and lambkins reſt, 

Dear Phillis grant the promis'd bliſs, 
And make your Damon bleſt. 


The thruſh no more ſhell wake the plain; 
The lark, at riſing day, 

Forget to give his cheering ſtrain, 
When Spring leads up the May. 


Theſe clover-vales ſhall bloom no more, 
No verdure dreſs the grove; 

Yon ſtream forſake its ruſhy thore, 
When I deceive my love, 


RECITATIVE, 


Wo mere be meant than on her treat to lie 
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AIX. 


Far oer the Tweed a ſhepherd dwells, 
| All falver is his beard; 
Note what the hoary hermit tells, 
There's truth in ev'ry word. 


Laſt eve I ran acroſs the vale, 
Swift as the {ſwallow flies; 

His cot obtain'd, I told my tale, 
And begg'd him to advile 


Peware, he ſaid, our ruder race, 
For youth is fraught with art; 
And he who wears the faireſt face, 

Oft' wants a gentle heart. 


| Hapleſs for life's the luckleſs fair, 

If fuch ſhe's doom'd to wed ; 
"Twere better death ſhould fave her care, 
| Upon her bridal bed, 


Such were his words—and, Oh! my ſwain, 
Should you prove inſincere, 

Phillis muſt thro' her lite complain, 
And oſten drop a tear. 


RECITATIVE, 


The ardent lover heard the maid's ſurmiſe, 
Fhen thus, enraptur'd, to her plaint replies. 
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Pluck wild ambition from your mind, 


Once rooted, "twill increaſe; 
And ſoon the bitter fruit you'll find 
Deſtructive to your peace, 


Think better, ſweet, of one that's true, 
Believe my heart your own ; 

For were a thouſand maids in view, 
['d take but you alone, 


This boon I aſk of heav'n to give, 
In ſome ſequeſter'd home, 

With you in wedlock's bands to live, 
Without a thought to roam, 


From grey-ey'd morn till ſtilly eve, 
From eve till riſing day, 

No joy without thee I'd receive, 
Without thee ne'er be gay. 


Be thou but mine, with roſy health, 
Let dear content be by, 

The reſt I'll leave the ſons of wealth, 
Without a ſingle ſigh. 


RECITATFIVE, 


Thus ſung the youth, whoſe breaſt was konor's throne, 
Whoſe mind ſimplicity had made her on: 
Till far a-field, the tinkling village bells, 

Call'd ſportive echo from her grots and cells; 
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They left the grove, unto the dance they ſped, 
Revel'd till eve, and the next morn were wed. 


AIX. 


Now love and fond wiſhes concur, 
To make them the talk of the plain; 
The maids t+ke example from her, 
And the ſhepherds all copy the ſwain. 


Where'er ſuch examples are ſhewn, 
Who of wedlock can ever repent 7 
Where conſtancy governs the throne, 


The ſubjects are ſure of content. 
RECITATIVE, 


To ſeek no more, let lover's learn from hence, 
Till Hymen wills, than Love an Innocence, 


0. 
RULE, BRITANNIA, 


Suns by Mr, Fu cell. 


TX 7 HEN Britain firſt, at heav'n's command, 
W Arole from out the azure main, 
Aroſe from out ths azure main, 

This was the charter, the charter of the land, 

And guardian angels ſung this ſtrain ; 
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And each acts his pait in a throng, 
But all in conſuſion, 
Meer fully, delulion, 

And faith nothing-elte but a ſong, 
A tons, a ſong 

And faith nothin 


THE MEDLEY, 
| HIS world 1s a ſtage, 
| On which mankind engage,, 


9 
elſe but a ſong. 


. 
» 


| 
| The parſon, fo grave, 
q Savs your ſoul he will ſave, 
1 And point the right way trom the wrong, 
. . After pioully teaching, 
3 With long-winded preaching, 
3 He puts of his flock. with a long, 
F The doctor he fills 
You with bulus and pills, 
With afſurance to make you live long; 
But, believe me tis true, 
'l he guinea's in view, 
| And the reſt it is all but a ſong, 
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The ſurgeon ſo bold 

His lancet doth hold, | 
And flaſhes your body along: 

Small wounds he enlarges, 

To fill up their charges, 


His art like the reſt is a ſong. | 


The ſoldier he rattles, 
Of fteges and battles, 
And ſieges that he's been among: 
His preferment and ſpirit 
Are both like his merit, 
You ſee they are bought with a ſong. 


The ſhip-maſter cries, PF 
See the clouds how they riſe, 
Up aloft, my brave boys, it blows ſtrong : 
Boy, make us ſome flip, | 
And I'll warrant the ſhip j 
Will ſoon reach her port, is the ſong. 


Vers'd in quirks and in-qutbbles,. 
The lawyer he ſcribbles, 
And moves his mellifluous tongue; 
"Twixt demur and vacation 
He'll raiſe expectation, 
Then fink your eſtate to a ſong, 


The merchant is bent 
On his twenty per Cent. 
To him Journal and Ledger belongs ; 
Commiſhon with charges 
His profit enlarges, 
Till his balance may end in a ſong. 


With- 


( 85 ) 


Wirth powder and lace, 
And effeminate face, 

The gay fop behold ſtrutting along ; 
Juſt arriv'd from his travels, 
At nothing he levels 

But only a dance and a ſong, 


The gentle coquet, 
She's all in a fret, 
In the morn if her toilet be wrong; 
The whole day ſhe will paſs, 
To conſult her dear glaſs, 
And at night die away with a ſong.. 


The ſurly old prude, 
She will ſay you are rude, 
For the bliſs tho' ſhe ſecretly long; 
But take her aſide, 
You may manage her pride, 
And her virtue bring down to a ſong. 


The courtier he ſmiles 
At the time he beguiles, 
And feeds you with promiſes long; 
He ſqueezes your hand, 
And calls you his friend, 
Tho' he means nothing more than a ſong. 


Then let us be jolly, 
Drive hence melancholy, 
Since we are good fellows among ; 
Taſte life as it paſſes, 
And fill up our glaſſes, 
And each honeſt blade ſing a ſong. 


SONG. 
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THE TRUE BRITON, 


Sung by Mr. Incledou. 


| 
| 
: 
: 
| 
| 
| 
| HEN our enemies rife, and defiance proclaim, 
Undaunted to battle we fly, 
Forget the fvit ties which enervate the frame, 
| 
| 


And fight till we conquer or die: 

Our ſweethearts we leave, nay our children and wives, 
And brave all the danger of war's, 

We fight that the reſt may lead peaceable lives, 
And ſtand till the laſt in their cauſe. 


My 


l In the heat of the battle, when loud cannons roar, | 
And the wounded our vengeance excite ; ; 
I We muſter our men more enrag'd than before, 
| And with double the fury we fight: 

I When the tumult is o'er, and th' untortunate ſlain 
1 Are decently laid in the ground, 

I; . ; - 

[| To our friends and our home we return once again, 

[| With honor and victory crown'd. | 
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WILLIAM AND ANN, 


Sung by Ma /t < X Ni. 


TNCHEE*® ING wes the fatal morn, 
L: The clouds atlum'd a fable hue, 
\ ben William W ent Chis Reps forlorn, 
10 d his lovely Ann adieu: 
With auxious cares and grief ee 
With antuilh 1 ankling in bis heart, 
He clatp d the fair-one to his breaſt, 


And tondly CLY d we oon muſt part, 
To ragiaz hoſtile ſeas I go, 


Where Galia's fons ditpute our fame, 


To hurl deſtruction on the. tue, 


And vindicate the Britith name: 

ben check, my love, that hurſting tear, 

Let reafon's torce tay grief controul; 
My own affliction I can bear, 

But thine diſtreſs me to the ſoul. 


Tho” boiſtrous winds around me blow, 
Tho! 2 185 billows round me {well, 
For thee my conſtant breaſt tha!l glow, 
The tender thought on thee ſhall dwell : — 
Thus ſpoke the youth, and ſigh'd adieu, 
Then fought the gallant veſſel s ide, 
Dark fate her keeneſt arrow drew, 
And William bravely fought and dy'd. a 
OR iS, 
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THE SAILOR'S RELIEF, 


Sung by Mr, Incledon. 


Tow ſafe moor'd with bowl before us, 
Meſſmates heave a hand with me; 
Lend a brother ſailur chorus, 
While we ſing our lives at ſea: 
O'er the wide wave ſwelling ocean, 
Toſs'd aloft, or tumbled low; 
As to ſear tis a!) a notion, 
When our time's come we inuſt go, 


Hark! the boatſwain boarſely bawling, 
By top-ſail ſheets and haul-yards ſtand, 
Down top-gallants, down be hauling, 
Down your ſtay-ſails, hand, boys, hand: 
Now ſet the braces, 
Don't make wry faces, 
But the lee top-ſail ſheets let go, 
Starboard here, 
Larboard there, | 
Turn your quid, 7 
Take a ſwear, | 
Yo, yo, yo. 


c | Oh ! 


* , * 
——— 
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Oh! ye landſmen, idly lying 

All along: ſide beauty's charms, 
Safe in ſoft beds, ſeas defying, 

Free from all but love's alarms ; 
While on billows, billows rolling, 

Death appears in every form; 
On no lady's laps we're lolling, 

No kind kiſs can calm the ſtorm, 


But loud peals on peals are claſhing, 

Through rift rocks the ſhrill wind ſhrieks ; 
In our eyes fierce lightning flaſhes, 

Scorch the ſails, and ſtench the decks: 
Burſting clouds upon us pouring, 

Black o' erſpread the face of day; 
Burying ſeas in whirlpools roaring, 


Fiery flies the ſparkling ſpray. 


High the toſſing tempeſt heaves us, 
Tow'ds the pole aloſt we go; 

While the clouds ſeem to receive us, 
Dreadful yawns the gulph below : 

In that dark deep, down, down, down, down, 
Down we ſink from fight of ſky, 

By the ſwell as inſtant up thrown, 
Hark! what means yon diſmal cry, 


The foremaſt's gone, yells ſame ſad tongue out, 
O'er the lee, twelve feet *bove deck 

A leak beneath the cheſtree's fprung out, 
Call all hands to clear the wreck : 


Quick. 
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Quick the lannvards cut in pieces. 
Come, my hearts, be {tout and bold; 
Plumb the well, the leak increaſes; 
Four teet water's in the hold. 


Worſe and worſe, the wild winds tearing, 
Warring waves arond us form, 

For the worſt while we're preparing, 
Nature ſhrinks and ſighs tor home: 

There, our babes, perhaps are ſaying, 
In their little liſping ſtrain, 

As round mother's knees they're playing, 
Daddy 1oon will come again. 


Tune - Early one morn a j-lly young tar. 


If we muſt die, why we muſt die, 
"Tis a birth in which we all muſt bela mun, 
When our debt's due, for death won't truſt, 
Then all hands be ready to pay mun : 
As to life's ſtriking its flag, never fear, 
Our cruize is out, that's all, my brother, 
In this world we've luff'd it up thus, and no near, 
So let's hig ourſelves off tor another. 


0 bp . 
Tune—T he fir/t over again. 


Overboard the guns he throwing, 
To the pump come ev'ry hand, 
See, her mizen maſt is going, 
On the lee-beam lies the land: 


Riling 


„ 


Riling rocks appear before us, 
Hopeleſs, yet for help we call; 
Ev'ry tea breaks fatal o'er us, 
To tne ſtorm's fell pow'r we Fall. 


Now diſmay, with aſpe& horrid, 
Swells euch fI-epleſs eve with tears; 
And delp7ir, with briftly forehead, 
On each blo diefs face appears: 
Sad we vie the ruthleſs wave, 
O'erwhelming ſeas roll mountain hi.h; 
The ſwell comes on, our wat'ry grave— 
Hark! what means yon happy cry. 


The lenk we've found, it cannot pour faſt, 
We've lighten'd her a Foot or more, 
Up and rig a jury hremaſt, 
She rights, the richts, b VS, wear off ſhore: 
Now, my hearts, we're ſafe from linking, 
We'll a ain lead ſailors lives: 
Come, the cann, bos, let's be drinking 
To our ſweetlicafts and our wives. 
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THE YIELDING NYMPH\, 


VII is e * fond endeavour 

* To reliſt the tender dart, 

For examples nove us never; 
We muſl | 
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When the ſhepherd ſwears he's dying, 


And our beauty's {et to view, 
Vanity her aid ſupplying, 
Bids us think tis all our'due. 


Soſter than the verna! breezes 
Is the mild, deceitful itroin ; 
Frowning truth our ſex diſpleaſes; 
Flatt'ry never ſues in vain : 
But, too {.on, the happy lover, 
Does our tend'reſt hopes deceive: 
Man was born to be a rover, 
Fooliſh woman to believe, 
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INDEED, YOUNG MAN, 1 MUST DENY, 
Sung by Miſs Milne. 


HEN firſt young Harry told his tale, 
Ii and turn'd the deafen'd ear; 
Or if he mt me in the v te, 
IT lauzh'd his doleful ſi to hear: 
I danc'd an ſug as it tor life, 
Nor thougl! he meant me for his wife; 
And when he vod I us'd to cry, 
Indeed, youn mon,“ muſt deny: 
Indeed, young an, I muſt deny; 
I muſt deny, I muſt deny, I muſt deny, 
Indeed, young man, I muſt deny. 
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One day, upon the village green, 

To dance the lads and laſſes met; 
In ev'ry face gay mirth was ſeen, 

Yet Harry ſeem'd to pine and fret: 
He look'd and figh'd, yet fear'd to ſf enk, 
As if his heart was like to break, 

He aſk'd a kifs, I cried O fie, 
Indeed, young man, I muſt deny. 


He pull'd my fleeve, I turn'd my head, 
As if I was inclin'd to ſtay, 


While bluſhes on my cheeks were ſpread, 


Which he obſerving kiſs'd away: 
To yonder church let's go, he cried, 
And there be made my charming bride, 
I thought 'twas folly to be ſhy, 
And own'd I could no more deny. 


SON 6. 
Sung by Maſter Welh. 


HRO” foreſts drear I once did ſtray, 
Where every ſongſter us'd to ſay, 
O loiter here 'tis nature's ſpring, 
Thy carol ſweet dear minſtrel ing.” 


* Sweet birds, I cry'd, could J. like you, 
* Aſcend tbe face of heav'n to view; 
Like you I'd welcome nature's ſpring, 
My rarol ſweet for ever ling,” 


SONG, 
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Fung by Meſſ. Dignum and Dan! ). 
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N/ HILE beams the bright morn, 
\ How {weet ſounds the horn, 
For the chace while the hunters prepate, 
Tally O is the ſound, 
Which re-echoes around, 
When purſuing the hart or the hare: 
'Tantivy, tantivy, my boys, let's away, 
While health gives new charins to the {ports of the day. 
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THE NOSEGAY, 


HEN Spring reſum'd her motley dreſs, 
And thaw'd were winter's chains; 
| When birds gan ſoftlo to expreſs 
Love's paſhon in their ſtrains ; 
| At that A ſeaſon, free from care, 
I in m; garden rov'd, 
| To m A polie for my tair, 


41:4 cull the ow'rs the low d. 
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rue byacinth in rich perſume, 
| J quil and bluſhing roſe ; | | 
The lily fair in mo eſt bloom, 
From Flora's ſtore I choſe | 

| I With 
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With buſhy ſprig of myrtle green, 
My poue to complete, 
Sweet {hrub belov'd of beauty's queen, 
As fragrant as 'tis neat. 


The gaudy ſcene then viewing round, 
A plant well known I ipied, 

It ſtood beneath a motly mound, 
Prepar'd to grace my bride: 

This friendly aid to drooping man, 
My Tones . did 1dorn . 

Hebe well pleas'd approv'd my pla: 
With {mile like op'ning morn. 

Attention now with anxious ear 
Its name may with to gain, 

Under a veil that muſt a ppear 
Enigma {hall explain: 

Tranfpoſe it then by learning's art, 
An emblem ſtands confels'd 

Of that which 2overns Hebe's heart, 
And lulls to peace her breaſt. 


0.044 
FEAUTY BLOOMS ON EVERY THORN, 


EAUTY blooms on every thorn, 
Lovely ſhew the fields to view, 
Fair the bluſh of riſing morn, 
Fairer you. 


Sweet 


( 96 } 


Sweet the flow'rs in rich array, 
Pearled o'er with morning dew, 
Sweet the breath of infant May, 
Sweeter you. 


Mild the breeze that fans the grove, 
Mild the feather'd nation too, 
Mild the voice of happy love, 
Milder you. 


S8 N 64 
TAKE, o TAKE THOSE LIPS AWAY, 


AKE, O take thoſe lips away, 
That fo ſweetly were forſworn ; 
And thoſe eyes at break of day, 
Lights that do miſlead the morn : 
But my kiſſes bring again 
Seals of love, but ſeal'd in vain. 


Hide, O, hide, thoſe hills of ſnow, 
Which thy frozen boſom bears, 
On whoſe tops the pinks that grow, 
Are of thoſe that April wears: 
But my poor heart firſt ſet free, 
Bound in icy chains by thee, 


SONG, 
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TETE<A-TETE, 


I joys unblemiſh'd be my aim, 
On virtue's wings I fly, 

In earneſt Delia's promiſe claim, 
To bring the bleſſing nigh, 

Mankind may ſeek in various ways, 
For happineſs compleat, 

But no where find ſuch rich diſplays, 
As in a tete-a-tete. 


They ſmoke, joke, rant, and drink, and ſwear, 
Yet, ah! my Delia ſay, 
How poor ſuch ſenſual pleaſures are, 
How ſubject to decay. 
Eut, lovely maid, thy converſe give, 
Thy lover's fcars defeat, 
With thee tis worth ten thouſan! lives 
T' enjoy a tete-a-tete, 


From noiſy ſcenes I ſeek repoſe, 
To thee I quick retreat, 

For life would be a fulſome doſe 
Without a tete a-tete. 


* 
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CT en Br ee Spec oe — 


THE TINT ON THE CHEEK OF MY LOVE, 


TO hue of the roſe can compare, 

| With the tint on the cheek ok my love; 
Her breatn is a pertume lo rare, 

That its fragrance it cannot improve. 


— w  q ""HEI::omns 


Thoſe portals of pearl, that give grace 
To her lips, which her mouth ſo adorn, 
Add luſtre to that angel's face, 
Which rivals the goddeis of morn, 


. 
THEKE THE MOON-SILVER'D WATERS ROAM, 
Sung by Mr. Sede ich, 


HERE the moon-filver'd waters room, 

And wanton. o'er the unſteady ſand, 
Spangling with their ſtarry ſoam 

The tow'ring cliff that guards the land, 


x There the ſcreamins ſca-bird fits, 
Dips in the wave his dulky form ; 
Or on the rockine turret ts, 
Th' exulting Da:myn of the ſtorm. 
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Tere, 25 village legends tell. 

Many 2 thijpwreck'd fe rman's ghoſt 
Liſtens to the diſtant knelt, 

When midnight 2lyons the fatal cyall, 


DU U-E-$. 
THE sLusu OV HER CHEEX, 
Sung by MeV. Jicledon and Bowaen, 


Il bluſh on her cheek was by modeſty dreſt, 
1 And her eyes beam'd the virtues that dwell in 
her breaſt; 
May thoſe eves, and that boſom, unraffled by care; 
Be unclouded by forrow, unruffled by care: 
Or if a tear ſtrt, or a ſigh gently move, 
May the tear be of ra; ture, the ſigh be of love, 


S ON 6.“ 
NOT TO THE VICTORIES OF A YEAR, 
Suns by Mr. Incledon. 


TOT to the victories of a year, 
N Does this proud country owe her name; 
Nor will the failure of a day, 
Abate the luſtre cf her fame : 
Albion, fair ſtar, in glory's ſky moſt bright, 
May never cluud oblcure thy ſilver light, 


2 | The 


The checks of war but ſerve to give, 
To Englith ſpirits bolder ſpring; 
As eagles in the adverſe gale, 
Hoid on their cou le with ſtron ger wir 
Albion, tair ſtar, in glorv's |ky moſt bright, | 
May never cloud obicure thy filver ligut. * 


3 8. : 
LET'S RANGE THE FIELDS, MY SALLY. | 
Sung by Mr. Dignum. 


JRIMROSES deck'd the bank's green ſide, 
Cowſlips enrich'd the valley, | 
The blackbird woos his deſtin'd bride, ; 
Let's range the fields, my Sally, 


The devious path our ſteps {hall bring 
To yonder happy grove, 4 
8 

- Where nie htingales delig hted ſing, | 


And zephyrs whiſper love. 


With ſweeteſt {low'rs 2 wreath Tl twine, 
To twine that modeſt brow of thine; 
My love ſhall baniſh ev'ry fear, 

And crown thee goddeſs of the year. 


SONG, 


A FAVORITE LIVONIAS Ala, 


BANDONED and reſected, 
2 Im urn in Jowly cell, 
And bid, by all neglected, 
To joy and friends farewell ; 
Left to my tears and forrow, 
Unpitied I complain; 
No comfort [mile each morrow, 
Increaſes my paint” 


Oh! happy days, when, bleſſed 
With innocence my heart; 

Sweet calm enjoy'd, nor gueſſed, 
The fly ſeducer s art: 

When pure, and unpolluted, 
My botom joytul hove, 

By friends and parents ſoothed, 
Still free from guilt and love. 


But, woe me, now lamenting, 
[ pine in dreary gloom, 
With heavy heart repenting, 
I yield unto my doom: 
"Twas you, ſeducing author 
Of all my pains and fears, 
Robb'd me of friends and father, 
Sad ſource of all my tears. 
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And yet vou can abandon 

Me thus to wild deſpair, 
Can leave me, fickle wantong 

To waſte mv lighs in ait: 
Ah! then by all rejected, 

The grave be my relief, 
Abandoned, unpretected, 

May death aſſuage my grief. 


$0 N Gi 


THE SUN BEAMS OF LOVE, 


WIrn gold from the Eaſt the bright ſun tips the 
hilis, 

Its ardour from earth the rich dew drops diſti!s, 

With prolific juices each plant he makes gay, 

Unlock'd nature's ſluices to bloſſom in May, 

Whence autumn all bounteous his treaſure does bring 

And thro' winter we bleſs the kind ſun beams of ſpring. 


Thus love finds the heart, firſt hard frozen and cold, 
"Till warm'd with ſoft rapture, he makes it unfold; 

Its ſweets we diſcover when thrilling with joy, 

We claſp a fond lover whoſe {ſmiles ne'er can cloy, 
Bleſt with peace and content we true happineſs prove, 
Aid thro” liſe own and bleſs the kind {un beams of love. 


SONG, 
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LEAP YEAR. 
Sung oy Mrs. E land. 


1 one morning fair, 
at lai la, lal lal la, 
Had wander'd forth to take the air, 
Fal lal la, lal la! la! lal lal la; 
Was triping lightly o'er the plain, 
Eſpied a young and blooming ſwain, 
And thus began her artleis Krain, 
Fal lal la, lal lal lal lal lal la. 


Ah! beauteous youtk, if you'll have me, 
Fal lal la, &c. 
For ever conſtant I will be, 
Fal lal la, &c. 
Your daily meals I will prepare, 
The choiceſt fruits my love ſhall ſhare, 
To you III fing with ſuch an air, 
Fal lal la, &c, 


The ſwain reluctant rais'd his eyes, 
Fal lal la, &c. 
And to the damſel ſcarce replies, 
Fal lal la, &c, 
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Ee gone, fair maid, this ſacred ſhade 

For ſolitude alone was made, 

Mhe e nought but care my thoughts invade, 
Fal lal la, &c. 


With ſighs and tears ſhe fondly ſtrove 
Fal lal la, &c. 

To win his heart, to gain his love, 
Fal lal la, &c. 

Ard ſoon ſhe, to her heart's content, 

Obtain'd of him a free conſent, 

And to tae church they quickly went, 
Fal lal la, 


S8 0 N 64 
INNOCENCE, 


OME, ſweet innocence, chearful maid, 
Careleſsly throw thy mantle by, 
Hence reſerve, alide be laid, 
Penſive boſom ceaſe to ſigh. 


Innocence, thon heav'n-born fair, 
Guardian of the honeſt heart, 

Join with mirth to quit dull care, 
Let mirth with innocence take part, 


Why ſhould ſfalneſs cloud the hours, 
Prudence bids us to improve ? , 
Few the drops which fortune pours, 
And her choiceſt drop is leve, 


Hai! 
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Hail then innocence and love, 

And varied mirth, combine thy pow'rs, 
Let the evening joys then prove, 

That mirth and innocence is ours. 


N 8. 


NEPTUNE S RAGING FURY; 
OR THE 


GALLANT SEAMAN S SUFFERINGS, 


V7 OU gentlemen of England, . 
| Who live at home at eaſe, 
Ah! little do you think upon 
The dangers of the ſeas: 
Give ear unto the mariners, 
And they will plainly ſhew 
All the cares, 
And the fears, 
When the ſtormy winds do blow. 


All you that will be ſeamen, 
Muſt bear a valiant heart, 
For when you come upon the ſeas 
You muſt not think to ſtart ; 
Nor once to be faint hearted, 
In hail, rain, blow, or faow, 
Nor to think; 
For to ſhrink, 
When the ſtormy winds do blow. 
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The bitter ſtorms and tempeſis 
Poor ea men to endure, 


B th day and night, with many a fright, 


We teldom reſt ſecure ; 
Our lleep it is dilturbed 
With viiens ſtrange to know, 
And with dreams, 
On the ſtreams, 


When the itormy winds do blow. 


In claps of roaring thunder, 
Which darknels doth enforce, 
Me often td cur ſhip to ſtray 
Bevand our wanted courſe ; 
Which caufeth great diſtractions, 
And links our hearts full low,; 
"Tis in vain 
To complain 
When the fturmy winds do blow. 


Sometimes in Neptune's boſom 
Our ſhip is loit in waves, 
And every man expecting 
The ſea to be the'r graves; 
Then up alott the mounteth, 
And down again ſo low, 
'T'is with waves, 
O with waves, 
When the {ſtormy winds do blow. 


Then down again we fall to pray'r, 
With all our might. and thought, 
Wh-n refuge all doth fail us, 
Tis that muſt bear us out ; 
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To God we call for ſuccour, 
For he it is, we know, 
That muſt aid us, 
And fave us, 
When the ſtormy winds do blow. 


The lawver and the uſurer, 
That fit in gowns of fur, 

In cloſets warm, can take no harm, 
Abroad they need not ſtir : 


When winter herce, with cold doth pierce, 


And beats with hail and tnow, 
We are fure 
To endure, 

When the ſtormy winds do blow, 


We bring home coſtly merchandiſe, 
And jewels of great price, 
To ſerve our Engliſh callantry, 
With many a rare device 
To pleaſe the Engliſh e ly: 
Our pains we freely ſhow, 
For we toil, 
And we moil, 
When the ſtormy winds do blow, 


We ſometimes ſail to the Indies, 
To fetch home [p1ccs rare, 
Sometimes again to France and 8: pain, 
For wines beyond compare: 
Whilſt gallants are caroufiug 
In taverns on a row , 
Then we ſweep 
O'er the deep 
When the ſtormy winds do blow. 
F 6 
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When tempeſts are blown over, 
And greatelt fears are paſt, 
In weather fair, and temp'rate air, 
We ſtraight lie down to reſt : 
But when the hillows tumble, 
And waves do furious grow, 
Then we rovle, 
Up we rouſle, 
When the ſtormy winds do blow. 


If enemies oppoſe us, 
When Enzland is at wars 
With any foreign nations, 
We tear not wounds nor ſcars : 
Our roaring guns ſhall teach 'em 
Gur valour for to know, 
Whilit they reel 
In the keel, 
When the ſtormy winds do blow. 


We are no co:vardly fhrinkers, 
But true Engliſhmen bred, 
We'll play our parts like valiant hearts, 
And never fly for dread : 
We'll ply our bukneſs nimbly, 
W here'er we come or go, 
With our mates 
To the Straits, 
When the ſormy winds do blow. 


Then courage, all brave marinete, 
And never be ditmay'd, 

Whilſt we are bold adventurers 

We ne'er ſhall want a trade ; 


Our 
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Our merchants will employ us, 
To fetch them wealth, I know; 
Then be bold, 
Work for gold, 
When the ſtormy winds do blow, 


When we return in ſafety, 
With wages for our pains, 
The tapſter and the vintner 
Will help to ſhare our gains; 
We call for liquor 10undly, 
And pay before go, 
Then we'll roar, 
On the ſhore, 
When the ſtormy winds do blow, 


S407. - 


Sung at Vauxiail, 


UT three months vet I've been a wiſe, 
And ſpouſe already ſheivs his airs, 
J wiſh I'd liv'd a fingle life, 
But, as I did'n't. wb —who cares ? 
Beſide, let huſbands ule th-ir tongues, 


And ſcold, and bounc:, and cock their hat; 


By Jove he'll find, nay, {hall fo, too, 
That I can beat him, Sirs, at that. 


„ 


Til go to operas. balls, and plays, 
And where I like, and won't be check'd; 
Egad I'll racket nights and days 
Until he treats me with reſpect : 
And if he TOTN p35 vith I know who, 
Perhaps he'l} meet with tit tor tat, 
He then may find, nav, ihall fo, too, 
That I can beat him, Sirs, at that. 


But this I vow, i! \ he be good, 
And ſometimes let me have mv will, 
(Young wives, you know, moſt ſurely ſhould) 
I'll duly every rite fu'fl; 
Fil never, Oh! no, never rove, 
But ſtay at home with dear and chat, 
And prove, by tendereſt deeds ot love, 
That I can beat him, Sirs, at that. 


. 


THE ENTREATY., 


7HYT, edu creature, why ſo bent, 
w To vex a tender heart, 
To gol d and title vou TC ent, 
Love throws in vain his dart. 
Let glittering fops in courts be great, 
For pay let armies move; 
Beauty ſhould have no other bait, 
But gentle vows and love. 
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If on thoſe endleſs charms you lay, 
The value that's their due, 

Kings are themſelves too poor to pay — 
A thouſand worlds too few. 


But if a paſſion without vice, 
Without diſguile or art, 

Ah! Celia, it true love you prize, 
Behold it in my heart, 


> JU -N- GO 


AH! DAMON, DEAR SHEPHERD, ADIEUs 


H! Damon, dear ſhepherd, adieu, 
A By love and firſt nature allied, 
Together in fondnels we grew, 

Ah! wouid we together had dy'd: 
Kor thy faith, which reſembled my own, 
For thy ſoul, which was ſpotleſs and true, 
For the joys we together have known, 


Ah! Damon, dear ſhepherd, adieu. 


What bliſs can hereafter be mine, 
Whom ever engaging J lee, 
To his friendihip I ne'er can incline, 

For tear | ſhould mourn him like thee: 
Though the muſes ſhould crown me with art, 
Though honor and fortune ſhould join; 
Since thou art deny'd to my heart, 

What blils can hereafter be mine? 


Ah! 
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Ah! Damon, dear ſhepherd, farewell, 
Thy grave with fad ofters I'll bind; 
Though no more in cottage we dwell, 
I can keep thee tor cver in mind: 
Each morning I'il vifit alone 
His aſhes, who lov'd me to well, 
And murmur each eve o'er his tone, 


„Ah! Damon, dear ſhepherd, farewell.” 


S O N G. 


THE MIDSUMMER WISH, 


AFT me, ſome ſoft and cooling breeze, 
To Windſor's ſhady kind retreat, 
Where {ylvan ſcenes, wide ny trees, 
Repel the dog-(tar raging heat: 
Where tufted grals, and moily. beds, 
Afford a rural calm repoſe, 
Where woodbines hang their deu heads, 


And tragrant ſweets around d:tcloſe. 


Old oozy Thames, that flows ſaſt by, 

Along the imiling vallev plays, 
His elaffy turface cheers the «ve, 

And through the flowery meadow ſtrays: 
His tertile banks with herb2ge green, 

His vales with g lden plenty lulu, 
Wherc'er his purer ſtreams vr: {een, 
The gods of health and plezture dwell, 


- 
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Let me thy clear, thy yielding wave, 
With naked arm once more divide, 
In thee my glowing boſom lave, 
And ſtem thy gently rolling tide: 
Lay me, with damaſk roſes crown'd, 
Beneath ſome ofter's duſky ſhade, 
Where water-lilies deck the ground, 
Where bubbling ſprings refrelh the glades 


8 O N 6. 


THE FORSAKEN FAIR. 


WES Damon languiſh'd at my feet, 
And I believ'd him true, 
The moments of delight how ſweet, 
But, ah! how ſwift they flew : 
The ſunny hill, the flowery vale, 
The garden, — the grove, 
Have echoed to his artleſs tale, 
And vous of endleſs love. 


The conqueſt gain'd, he left his prize, 
He left her to complain ; 

To talk of joy with weeping eyes, 
And meaſure time by pain: 

But heav'n will take the mourner's part, 
In pity to deſpair, 

And the laſt ſigh that rends the heart, 
Shall waft the ſpirit there, 


SONG, 
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SWEET ARE THE CHARNS, 


More fragrant than the damaſk roſe, 
Soft as the down of turtle dove, 
Gentle as air when zephyr blows : 
Reticihing as deſcending rains 
To ſun-burnt climes and thirſty plains, 


ge 4 are the charms of her I love, 


True as the needle to the pole, 
Or as the dial to the ſun; 
Conſtant as gliding waters roll, 
Whote ſwelling tides obey the moon: 
From every other charmer free, 
My lite and love ſhall follow thee. 


The lamb the flowery thyme devours, 
The dam the tenaer kid purſues ; 
Sweet Philomel, in ſhady bowers 
Ot verdant ſpring her note renews; 
All follow what they moſt admire, 
As I purſue my ſoul's deſire. 


Nature muſt change her beauteous face, 
And vary as the ſcaſons riſe; 
As winter to the ſpring gives place, 
Summer th' approzch of autumn flies: 
No change in love the caſons bring, 
! , u - ry Ari 
Love only knows perpetual ſpring, i 
Devouring 
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Devouring time, with ſtealing pace, 
Makes lofty oaks and cedars bow, 
And marble towers, and gates of brals, 
In his rude march he levels low: 
But time, deltroying far and wide, 
Love from the foul can ne er divide. 


Death only, with his cruel dart, 
The gentle godhead can remove, 


And drive him from the bleeding heart, 


To mingle with the bleſt above; 
Where, known to all his kindred train, 
He finds a laſting reſt from pain. 


Love, and his ſiſter fair, the ſoul, 
Twin-born, from heav'n together came: 
Love will the univerſe controul, 
When dying ſeaſons loſe their name; 
Divine abodes ſhall own his pow'r, 
When time and death ſhall be no more, 


S O0 N G. 


PASTORA OF THE PLAIN. 


OVE, dear Paſtora, come away, 
And hail the cheerful ſpring ; 
Now fragrant bloſſums crown the May, 
And woods with love notes ring: 


Now 
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Now Pho-bus to the weſt deſcends, 
And ſheds a fainter ray; 

And as cur rural labour ends, 
We bleſs the cloſing day. 


In yonder artleſs maple bow*r, 
With blooming woedbines twin'd, 
Let us enjoy the evening hour, 
On earth's ioſt lap reclin'd: 
Or where yon poplar's verdant boughs 
The chryſtal current ſhade ; 
O deign, fir nym; h, to hear the vows 
My faithful heart has made. 


Within this breaſt no ſoft deceit, 
No artful flattery bides; 

But truth, ſcarce known among the great, 
O'er eve'y thought prelides : 

On pride's falſe glare [ look with ſcorn, 
And all its gliiteri:'y train; 

Be mine the pleaſures which adorn 
This ever-peaceful plain. 


Come then, my fair, and with thy love 
Each rians care ſubdue: 

Thy preſence can each orief remove, 
And every joy rene: 

The lily fades, the rule grows: faint, 
Their tranſient bloom is van; 

But laſting truth and virtue paint 
Paſtora of the Plain. 
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BUSY, CURIOUS, THIRSTY FLY, 


US, curious, thirſty fly, 
Drink with me, and drink as I; 
Freely welcome to my cup, 
Could'ſt thou {tp and ſip it up: 
Make the miſt of liſe you may, 
Lile is ſhort and wears away. 


Both alike are mine and thine, 
Haſtening quick to their decline: 
'Thine's a ſummer, mine no more, 
Though repeated to threeſcore: 
Threeſcore ſummers, when they're gone, 
Will appear as ſhort as one. 
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THE APPROACH OF SPRING, 


OME, dear Amanda, quit the town, 
And to the rural hamlets fly; 

Behold, the wintry ſtorms are zone, 

A gentle radiance glads the ſky : 
The birds awake, the flow'rs appear, 

Earth {preads a verdant couch for thee ; 
"Tis joy and muſic all we hear, 

"Tis love and beauty all we ſee, 


Come, 
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Come, let us mark the gradual ſpring, 

How peeps the buds, the bloſſom blows, 
Till Philomel begins to ling, 

And perfect May to ſpread the roſe: 
Let us ſecure the ſoft delight, 

And wiſely crop the blooming day; 
For ſoon, too ſoon, it will be night, 

Ariſe, my love, and come away, 


N. 


THE PASSIONATE SHEPHERD 'S INVITATION, 


OME, live with me, and be my love, 
And we will all the pleaſures prove 
That vallies, groves, or hills and fields, 
And all the ſteepy mountain yields, 


And we will {it upon the rocks, 
Seeing the ſhepherds feed their flocks, 
By thallow rivers, to whoſe falls, 
Melodious birds 111g madrigals, 


And I will make thee beds of roſes, 
And a thouſand fragrant poſies, 

* cap of flowers, and a kirtle 
Embroider'd all with leaves of myrtle. 


A gown made of the fineſt wool, 
Which from our pretty lambs we pull; 
Fir lined flippers for the cold, 

With buckles of the pureſt gold. 
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A belt of ſtraw, and ivy buds, 

With coral claſps, and amber ſtuds; 
And it theſe pleaſures may thee move, 
Come, live with me, and be my love. 


The ſhepherd ſwains ſhall dance and ſing, 
For thy delight each May morning ; 

It theſe delights thy mind may move, 

1 hen live with me and be my love. 
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THE FAINT DENIAL, 


F all the world and love were young, 
And truth in every ſhepherd's tongue, 
Thete pretty pleaſures might me move 
To live with thee, and be thy love. 


Time drives the flocks from fieid to fold, 
When rivers rage, and rocks grow cold, 
And Philomel becometh dumb, 

The reſt complain of cates to come. 


The flowers do fade, and wanton fields 
To wayward winter reck'ning yields, 

A honey tongue, a heart of gall, 

In fancy's ſpring, but ſorrow's fall. 


Thy gowns, thy ſhoes, thy beds of roſes, 
Thy cap, thy kirtle, and thy poſes, 

Soon break, ſoon wither, ſoon forgotten, 
la folly ripe, in 1eaſon ro'ten, 


* 
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Thy belt of ſtraw, and ivy buds, 
Thy c laſps, and amber ſtuds, 
All the me no means can move 
To come to thee, and be thy love. 


But could vouth laſt, and love ſtill breed, 
Had joy no date, nor age no need, 

Then theſe delights my mind might move, 
To live with thee, and be thy love, 


SQ N . 
WOULD WE ATTAIN, 


OULD we attain the happieſt ſtate 
That is deſign'd us here? 
No joy a rapture muſt create, 
No grief beget deſpair. 


No injury fierce anger raiſe, 
No honor tempt to pride, 

No vain deſires of empty praiſe 
Mutt in the foul abide, 


No charms of youth or beauty move, 
The conſtant ſettled breaſt; 


Who leaves a paſſage free to love, 
Shall let in all the reſt. 


In ſuch a heart ſoft peace will live, 
Where none of theſe abuund; 
The greateſt bleſſing heaven does give, 
Or can on earth be found. 
G 


SONG. 
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S8 O N . „ 


THE EUGLE HORN, 


Sunz by Mr. Bowden. 


N merry Sherwood we merry men all 
Live here like the birds moſt free ; 
The daiſy a carpet makes for our fine hall, 
And our roof is the greenwood tree: 
In town let em wear ſilk hole, 
And gold on their ſunday cloaths, 
Our deer ev'ry day in the week, 
Wears a doublet brown and ſleck; 
The ram has a coat moſt rough, 
But cold he looks in his buff, 
And that's when his back is ſhorn, 
Let the bow cry twang, let the bow cry twang, 
T wang dillo go lang, t twang dillo go lang, 
Then ſweet ſounds the dugle horn. 


We take from the rich and we give to the poor, 
And we feaſt on the well fatted deer; 
Our bus'neſs is game, and game we can ſhoot, 
As our table does make it appear : 
In town let em wear ſilk hoſe, &c. 


My merry men all are ſtout and bold, 
And thus are they choſen by me; 
The man that's not able my ſides to baſte, 
Comes not into my company : 
In town let em wear tilk hole, &c. 


G SONG, 


© I 
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S O N 6. 
THE FISHERWOMEN, 


Sung in Don Juan. 


HUS for men the women fair, 
Lay the cunning cunning ſnare ; 
While like fiſh the men will rove, 
And with beauty fall in love: 
What is beauty but the bait, 
Oft' repented when too late, 


[ If too raſh to ſeize the prize, 

( Now diſplay'd before their eyes, 
How you'll rue, when all is paſt, 
Hymen's hook, which holds you faſt : 
*Ere you marry, then beware, 


Tis a bleſſing or a ſnare. = 
——ů 
G L. 


HERE'S A HEALTH TO ALL GOOD LASSES, 
Sung by Meſſ. Sedgwick, Huttley and Dignum. 


ERE's a health to all good la ſſes, 
Pledge it merrily, fill your glaſſes, 

Let a bumper toaſt go round: 
May they live a life of pleaſure, 
Without mixture, without meaſure, 

For with them true joys are found. 
Here's a health, &c. 

SONG, 


ADIEU, MY FERNANDO FOR EVER. 


Sung by Mrs, Crouch, 


DIEU, my Fernando, ah! never 
Again will I cheriſh fond love, 
Thy form to my fight remains ever, 
Still conſtant my pathon ſhall prove: 
Cold is that hand, pale is that cheek, 
In death will I my lover ſeek, 
All joy from me, from me is fled, 


My life, my love, Fernando's dead, 


30 N 6 
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THEN SAY, MY SWEET GIRL, CAN YOU LOVE ME, 


Sung by Mr. Darley. 


EAR Nancy I've ſail'd the world all around, 
And ſeven long years been a rover, 
To make for my charmer each ſhilling a pound, 
But now my hard perils are over : 
I've ſav'd from my toils many hundreds in gold, 
The comforts of life to beget, 
Have borne in each clime the heat and the cold, 
And all for my pretty Brunette: 
Then fay, my ſweet girl, can you love me, &. 
G 2 Tho 
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may boaſt of more riches than mine, 
And r my attractions e'en fewer; 

At their Mrs and ill nature III ſcorn to repine, 
Can they boaſt of a heart that is truer ? 

Or will they for thee plough the hazardous main, 
Brave the ſeaſons both ſtormy and wet? 

If not, why I'll do it again and again, 
And all for my pretty Brunette ; 

Then ſay, my ſweet girl, can you love me, &c. 


Tho' o 


When order'd afar, in purſuit of the foe, 
I figh at the bodings of fancy, 

Which fain would perſuade me I might be laid! 
And ah! never more ſee my Nancy; 

But hope, like an angel, ſoon banith'd the though., 
And bade me ſuch nonſenſe forget : 

I took the advice and undauntedly fought, 
And all for my pretty Brunette : 

Then ſay, my ſweet girl, ean you love me, &c. 


4 8 O0 N 8. 


LACK A DAISY —MY POOR LITTLE HEART, 


Sung by Miſs Gray, at Sadler's Wells, 


1 often been told of the anguiſh of love, 
Arm'd with caution againſt cupid's dart; 


If it e er ſhould be mine the ſtrange paſſion to prove, 


There 


Lack a daiſy— my poor little heart: 
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There is a young ſhepherd I own, when we = et 
I'm fo bleſt! tho" | figh when we part! 

To be ſure this can never be love, 'tis fo Met, 
Lack a daiſy—my poor little heart, 

He bought a ſtraw hat at the fair t'other day, 
Set off with pink ribbons ſo ſmart, 

And he gave it to me in a manner fo gay 
Lack a daiſy my poor little heart : 

But a kiſs in return he expected to get, 
I vow'd from a kiſs I'd not part, 


But he {ormehow obtain'd one, and when our lips met, 
Lack a daifſy—my poor little heart. 


I vow if its love that I feel for the ſwain, 
Love, ye virgins, indeed has no ſmart, 

And, Oh! if the lad he ſhould love me again, 
Lack a daiſy, my poor little heart: 

O dear, if he ſhould, he'll be aſking to wed, 
Tho' I'm in no hafte, for my part, 

But if he {hould aik, I may ſomchow be led 
Lack a daily —my poor little heart. 


S: N68. 
HARRY is THE LAD FOR us. 


Sung by Miſs Wing field. 


ARRY is a charming lad, 
jt Ne'er too modeſt or too bold; 
Sure the girls are for him mad, 
But his heart ſecure 1 hold: | 
G 3 Let 
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Let me wander where I will, 
Ever near he's ſure to be, 
Tho' I chide-I love him ſtill, 
Harry is the lad for me. 


He chance to meet alone, 
How he ſighs and how he ſpeaks, 
Love pervades each magic tone, 
Guides his tongue, and glows kis cheeks; 
Ev'ry ſenſe partakes of blils, 
All is joy and ecſtacy, 
Then does he ſo ſweet!y kiſs, 
- Harry is the lad for me. 


Ere we parted yeſter eve, 

What d'ye think the creature ſaid ? 
Nought but this, if you'll believe, 

Would I, would I, would I wed: 
No, ſaid I, I won't indeed; 

But you {hall indeed, ſays he, 
Well it ſurely is decreed, 

Harry is the lad for me. 


» N 6.9 
THE ROSE THAT WEEPS, 


Sung by Mr. Bouden. 


HE roſe that weeps with morning dew, 
fd And glitters in the ſunny ray, 
In tears and ſmiles reſembles you, 
When love breaks forrows clouds away. 
| 2 


The 
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The dews that bend the bluſhing flow'r, 
Enrich the ſcent, renew the glow ;; 
So love's ſweet tears exalt its pow'r, 
So blils more brightly ſhines by woe. 


SN 


THE TANNER, 


= 


Sung in Merry Sherwood, or Harlequin Foreſter, 


V THY who art thou there, thou fierce fellow, 
| That ranceſt to boldly here? 
In footh, to be brief, 
Thom look'ſt like a thief, 
That comes here to ſteal the King's deer. 


For thy ſword and thy bow: I care not a ſtraw, 
Nor all thy arrows to boot; 
Tt thou get'ſt a knock, 
Upon the bare ſcop, 
Thou'lt not be inclined to ſhoot. 


I paſs not for length, I'd have you to know, 
My ſtaff is of oak fo free, 
Eight fort and a half, 
It will knock down a calf, 


And I hope it will knock down thee, 
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S O N G. 


WHEN LOYE GETS YOU FAST IN HER CLUTCHES. 


Sung by Mrs. Bland. 


HEN love pets you faſt in her clutches, 
And you ſigh for your ſweetheart away, 

Old Time cannot move without crutches, 

lack! how he hobbles, well-a-day ! 


But when Walter my trembling hand tcuches, 
And love's colouring o'er my cheeks ſtray, 

Old Time throws away bath his crutches, 
Aack! how he gallops, well- a- day. 


G 
SWEET MARY COME T9 Mx. 


Sung by Mr. Incledon. 


HEN nizht, and left upon my guard, 
Nor leaf nor whiſp'ring breeze is heard, 

And ſtars between cloſe branches peep, 

And birds are huſh'd in downy fleep; 

My foul to tender thoughts reſign'd, 

And lovely Mary fills my mind ; | 

At ev'ry noiſe, tor bluff —Who's there? 

I gently breathe, —Is't thou, my fair? 

Thy dying ſoldier haſte and fee, 

Oh! come, ſweet Mary, come to me, 


( 129 ) 
As on my poſt thro? blaze of day, 


The wretched, happy, fad, and gay, 
In quick ſucceſſion move along, 

I ſee or hear the paſſing throns ; 

My ſoul ſo wrapt in Mary's charms, 
I hug my muſket in my arms: 

So all of paſſions, joy and grief, 
When comrades bring the glad relief, 
I cry, thy ſoldier haſte and fee, 

Oh! come, ſweet Mary, come to me. 


. 


THE WITCH 


Sung by Mr. Martyr. 


S motley is thy fancied gear, 
A Right motley be thy mind, 
About, around, be here and there, 

By mortal unconfin'd : 

Try ſkip very pretty, 

Field, foreſt, road, and city, 

Yield us ev'ry aid and pleaſure, 

My delight and Robin's treaſure, 


With nimble hand but wave thy ſword, 


And, light às flitting thought, 
At noddle ſhake, tho' mum the word, 
A ſpicit's ear is caught: 
Trip, tkip, &c. 
G5 


( 13s 


S Oo N 6. 


1 NEVER LOV'D ANY, DEAR MARY, BUT tou. 


Sung at Vauxhall, 


OU ſay, my dear girl, that I'm given to rove, 
And ſport with each laſs on the green; 

That I join in the dance, and ſing ſonnets of love, 
And ſtill with the faireſt I'm feen : 

With my hey derry down, and my hey down derry, 

Among the green meadows ſo blithe and fo merry, 

With black, fair, and brown, I have frolick'd tis true, 

But I never lov'd any, dear Mary, but you. 


Tho' Phillis and Nancy are nam'd in my ſong, 
My mind will ſtill wander to you; 

Not to Phillis, or Nancy my raptures belong, 
To you, and you only, they're due: 

With my hey derry down, &c. 


In theſe eyes you may read a fond heart all your own, 
But, alas! 'tis the language of love; 

My feelings you'd pity, that language once known, 
Then learn it, all doubts to remove: 

With my hey derry down, &c. 


SONG. 


KH. 0, 


$ Oo N G. 
THE MERMAID, 


OW the dancing ſun-beams play 
On the green and gloſſy ſea ; 

Come, and | will lead the way, 
Where the pearly treaſure be: 

Come with me, and we will bgo, 

Where the rocks of coral grow ; 

Follow me, and we will go, 

Where the rocks of coral grow, 


Come, behold what treaſures lie 
Far below the rulling waves; 
Riches hid from human eye, 
Dimly ſhines in ocean's caves ; 
Ebbing tides leave no delay, 
Stormy winds are far away; 
Come with me, and we will go, 
Where the rocks of coral grow. 


S O N G. 
THE MERRY SCOTCH LADDIE. 
Sung by Mr. Maſters, 


ERRY laſſes draw near, I'm a pedlar ſo gay, 
Juſt popp'd here to pay you a vitit; 
Commodities pleaſing and ſmart I diſplay, 
Come, out with your money, where is it? 


CHORUS, 


CHORUS. 


What, what, pretty maidens, you all gather round, 
Me! how pleas'd and how ſmirking you are! 
But what to admire have your pretty looks found ? 
Is it me, pretty maids, or my ware ? 
For look, I've got ribbons and laces, 
And patches to ſet oft your faces, 
You'll look, girls, like ſo many graces, 
When deck'd out by me I declare: 
And then I've got bugles and beads, ſuch a ſhow, 
Befiting the fineſt fair lady; 
Be ſides, only look, I'm a bit of a beau, 
Now an't I fo ſpruce i in my pladay ! 
V ith my tol de rol, lol de ro), tol de rol lol, 
You all love a merry ſcotch laddie, 


Adzcokers fly Sawney, don't be ſo demure, 
It the heart of your laſs you'd be ſealing, 
You muſt purchaſe my goods—what a ſmile ! now I'm 
ſure, 
"Tis with me ſhe would wiſh to be dealing. 
What, what, &c. 


Tue tramp'd it to fairs for a few years or ſa, 
And the fair round me all in a crack were; 
O Lord Fm fo follow'd wherever I go, 

Im obliged to cry laſſes fall —_ there, 
What, what, &c. 


SONG. 
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CHORUS. 
Sung in the Myſteries of the Cale, 
ATLY tripping to and fro, 


Je village maids to market go; 
And with jeſt and jocund lay, 
Oft' beguile the tedious way: 
Nor ſtop to make our purpoſe krown, 
Till we have reach'd the deſtin'd town, 


SOLO, 


Then with ſmiles, and curtſey meet, 
Welcome cuſtomers we greet ; 

And, our pittance to improve, 
Barter ev'ry thing but love. 


DUET axd CHORUS, 


Feign'd affections - purchas'd arts, 
IIl accord with virgins' hearts: 
There our innocence we prove, 
Bartering love alone for love. 


S 0 N 68. 
Sung by Mrs. Bland. 


N the cup of ſemale liſe 
Pleaſure ſwims precarious: 
Ah! well a-day : 
Ev'ry draught, to maid or wife, 
Flows with ſorrows various: 


Ah! lack-a-day, 


Fear 
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Fear our infant peace deſtroys, 
Cold reſtraint our youth annoys; 
Falſehood poiſons riper joys: 

So the cup of female lite 

Bitter is to maid or wife. 


Ah! lack, and ah! well-a-day. 


8. 
THE DAUNTLESS SAILOR, 


Sung by Mr. Incledon. 


HE dawntleſs ſailor les ves his home, 
Each ſofter joy and caſe; 

Todiſtant climes he loves to roam, 
Nor dreads the boiſterous ſeas : 

His heart with hope of vict'ry gay, 
Scorns from the foe to run ; 

In battle terrors melt away, 

As ſnow before the ſun. 


| Though all the nations of the world, 

Britannia's flag would lower; 
Her banners ftill hall wave unfurl'd, 
And dare their haughty pow'r : 

But ſee Bellona ſheathes hei ſword, 

ö 

| 


Hulſh'd is the angry main; 
The cannon's roar no more is heard, 
Sweet peace reſumes her reign, 


He 
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He haſtens to his native ſhore, 
Where dwells ſweet joy and reſt; 
His lovely Suſan's ſmiles implore. 
To crown and make him bleſt : 
Now all the toils and dangers paſt, 
And Suſan's love remains, 
The honeſt tar is bleſt at leſt, 
Her {miles reward his pains, 


8 O0 N 6. 
FAIR ELLEN. 
Sung by Mrs. bland, 


AIR Ellen was a gentle maid, 
Whole breaſt no caie could move, 
"Till Edwy falſe, her truth betray'd, 
And ſought another love: 
Then crown'd her head with willow, 
With drooping weeping willow. 


In vain on Edwy would ſhe call, 
His cruel heart to move; 

For he is gone from bower to hall, 
To ſeek another love: 

Then crown her head, &c, 


Another maid may be more fair, 
Yet not ſo conſtant prove : 

Her heart, a prey to keen deſpair, 
Will own no other love: 

Then crown her head, &c. 


SONG; 
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$ 0 N 6. 
- THE WAITER, 


Sung by Mr. Fawcett. 


T the very beſt of houſes, where the beſt of people 
dine, 
And the very beſt of eatables they cater, 
Give the very beſt of ſpirits, and decant the beſt of wine 
I attend as a merry merry waiter : 
Then a tablecloth can ſpread, 
And decant my white and red; 
Manage matters to a charm, 
With my napkin under arm, 
Can a {kin-flint, or jolly ſellou, tell; 
Know whether they'il come down 
A tizzy, or a crown, 
So [I treat them as I find them, ill or well: 
And when noily, roaring, drumming, 
Tingling, jingling, I cries, coming. 


Going in, Madam—Coming up, Sir—D—n the bells, 
they” re all ringing at once—Coming, coming. 


In their very merry meetings I alwavs like to ſhare, 
Whole bottles ſometimes broke, why then I ſnack it; 
In that I'm quite at home, fo I travels you know where, 
Sally Chambermaid and I lily crack it: 
5 She 
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She a little fortune's made 
Juſt by making warm a bed, 
So I think it not amiſs, 

Now and then to ſnatch a kiſs, 

For you know I likes Sally very well; 
So hobnobbing as we chat, 
Looking loving and all that, 

In our ears they're ever ringing ſuch a pal : 
Miſtreſs, maids, all bawling, drumming, 
Tingling, jingling, I cries, coming, coming. 

John, Devil ſome biſcuits, and take 'em up to the 

Angel; Tom take care of No. 21, I ſhall take care 

of No. 1 myſelf. 


A ſnipe there once was order'd, ſuch an article we'd not 
Yet to diſappoint a cuſtomer unwilling, 
A ployer was fery'd up, the ge'man ſwore no bill 't had 
ot, 
Says I ſwallow it, I'll ſoon bring the bill in ; 
Thus I joke and gaily talk, 
While poor Maſter jokes with chalk; 
And will jingling glaſſes drink, 
While I jingle in the chink: 
Cod he breaks and I buy in who can tell; 
Sally miſtreſs then is made, 
Up to ev'ry ſervant's trade, 
We are certain ſure, your honors, to do well: 
Briſk and buſy, no hum-drumming, 
Tingling, jingling, I cries, coming, coming: 


James take care of No, 4, and ſee that Sam Cel- 
larman ſends up prick'd bottles; they're a ſhabby 
ſet, and we may never ſee them again, Mrs. 
Napkin, ſhew my Lord to the Star and Garter, and 
Lawyer Lattitat to the devil—He going there him- 
leif, Sir, be knows the way very well. 
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n 
Sung by Mrs. Mountain and Mrs, Martyr, 


TILL bleft lovers, in your ſight, 
May nnclouded prolpects lie; 
And the wings of ſweet delight, 
Aid the moments as they fly; 
hilſt on every balmy gale, 
Muſic's ſofteſt notes prevail. 


Health, fair offspring of the ſky, 
Guard the bloom of beauty's cheek ; 
Let fond admiration's eye 
There alone for tranſports ſeek; 
Ever near her ſteps be ſeen, 
Radiant pleaſures, joys ſerene. 


. 


IN ALE THE NATIONS ROUND US, 


Sung by Mr. Dighton. 


I all the nations round us, | 
What wiſdom can compare, 
With their's who ne'ei let indolence 
Uſurp the place of care: 


Let 
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Let foes attack in open war, 
Or friends more lily deal, 
An active mind can ills remove, 
Or lighten thoſe we feel: 


CHORUS, 


Then let it be told to the nations around, 
That bleſſings unnumber'd to England belong; 
Where the arts and the ſciences ſmiſing are found, 
And the muſes attend them with dance and with ſong 


The man of trade, the man of war, 
To diſtant nations roam; 
Yet round the glube make this their boaſt, 
That tngland is their home: 
And while within this happy land, 
Shall juſtice hold her ſeat, 
The friendly ſtranger here will find 
His laſt and beſt retreat. | 


That Engliſhmen are worth remark, 
Muſt all the world allow : . 
Nav, truſt me for one truth at laſt— 
I'm no Munchauſen know-— 
They laugh and cry, and work and play, 
Fight, kiſs, and beat their wives, 
And, tho' they grumble every day, 
They're happy all their lives. 


— — 


SONG. 


( 140 ) 


8 0 N 64 
FAIR NANCY PIN'D IN SORROW, 
Sung by Mr. Incledon, 


AIR Nancy pin'd in ſorrow, 
Her languid cheek gre., pake, 

She was the ſweeteſt maiden 

That bloom'd on Cheviot dale; 
It was not wealth ſhe wiſh'd for, 

Since ſhe was fortune's care; 
No envy rack'd her boſom, 

For {he was kind as fair. 


Yet ſtill ſhe pin'd in ſorrow, 
In vain was zl relief: 

In vain each fond endeavour, 
To trace the ſource of grief: 

She found a ſecret pleaſure, 
To check the glancing eye, 

To feel without complaining, 
To love without a ſigh. 


Oſt* would ſhe ſmile, as ſeeming 

The big-{woln tear to ſhroud, 

Smile as the May-day ſun-beam, 
That glitters thro' a cloud: 

But, worn with months of anguiſh, 
Her pulſe throbb'd weak and flow, 

Her imiles forgot to mantle, 
And e'en her tears to lou. 


Put 
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But once, when all was ſilent, 
And darkneſs ſooth'd deſpair, 

She breath'd theſe mournſul accents, 
Adown the midnight air : 

Ah! Edmund, ſhall your Nancy 
«Sink hopeleſs in the grave; 

No lover's heart to pity ? 
No lover's hand to fave?” 


And are you loſt to feeling, 
© Unconſcious of my fate? 

© You will eſteem — Ah! torture, 
That's colder een than hate: 

© Fain would my ſpirit linger 
To bid one fond adieu: 

Ah! no —'twould rend your boſom, 
„To think I die for you,” 


Her watchful ſiſter liſten'd, 
And caught the ſecret tale; 
And flew in haſte to Edmund, 
Quite over Cheviot dale; 
She bluſh'd, yet thought 'twas pity 
Such love ſhould be conceal'd; 
She wept, and ev'ry accent, 
And ev'ry ſigh reveal'd. 


Slow are the lightning's flaſhes, 
Which from the tempeſt dart, 
To the new blaze of paſſion 
That burſt upon his heart: 
For me,' he cry'd, * for Edmund, 
*For me, O hapleſs maid? 
O let me fly to fave her, 
Or in one grave be laid. 
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He eame—her cheek averted, 
For whiteneſs mock'd the ſnow; 
He ſtarted, nor could greet her, 
His whole frame trembled ſo: 
She turn'd, and ſhrunk with terror, 
As from his glance ſhe ſtole ; 
And ſuch a look ſhe gave him, 
That harrow'd up the ſoul. 


But ſtretch'd her hand, ſo clay cold, 
As if to ſay, forgive; 

Since you are kind and tender, 
I now could wiſh to live: 

Then riſing from her pillow, 
With arxious fondneſs cry'd, 

* And do you love your Nancy ?” 
Indeed! She ſmil'd and dy'd. 


S O N G.+ 


GO, GENTLE ZEPHYR. 


| O, gentle zephyr, go, 
| And ſhouldſt thou meet the miſtreſs of my heart, 
Tetl her thou art a figh fincere, 
But never ſay whole ſigh thou art: 
Flow, limpid rivulet, flow, | 
And ſhould thy murm'ring waters near her glide, 
Tell her thou'rt ſwell'd by many a tear, | 
But not whole eyes thoſe tears ſupply'd. 


1 SONG. 
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S8 O N G. 


THE FLOWER-GIRAL, 


Sung by Mrs. Leaver. 


N poverty's garb tho! tis true I'm array'd, 
Yet jocund with me paſs the hours ; 

Ccntentment is mine, tho' a poor ruſtic maid, 

I cheerful cry who'll buy ſweet flow'rs? 
Theſe roſes ſhall give girls a warning, 

That thoſe beauties thoſe dimples they prize, 
Which they take ſo much pains in adorning, 

Soon like the roſe withers and dies: 
Then ye on whom fortune her affluence pours, 
Come purchaſe, I pray ye, a wieath of ſweet flow'rs, 


When ſpring doth the face of all nature inſpire, 
And gladdens the earth with its ſhow'rs; 

When cold hoary froſt from the meadows retire, 
Then I cheerful cry who'll buy ſweet flow'rs: 

Then, ladies, I pray take a-warning, 
"Tis not beauty alone you ſhould prize; 

For, though freſh 2nd blooming this morning, 
Alas! on the morrow it withers and dies: 

Then ye on whom fortune her affluence pours, 

Come purchaſe, I pray ye, a wreath of ſweet flow'ry, 
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MY LOVE TO WAR is GOING, 


Y love to war is goingy 
And I am left to mourn; 
For him my tears are flowing, 
Ah when will he return? 


O war, thou ſource of forrow, 

By thee what thouſands mourn, 
Perhaps before to-morrow, 

He fills the fetal urn. 


S O N . 


COME, GENTLE ZEPHYR, 


OME, gentle zephyr, lend thy aid, 
Forſake yon gliding ſpring, 
To ſeek the lovely weeping maid, 
O wave thy ſwiſteſt wing: 
And when you find the blooming fair, 
O tell her what 1 feel; 
In plaintive murmurs to her ear, 


My ſighs my vous reval, 


— D— 
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THE SHEPHERD Bor. 
© 


Sung by Maſter Welſh. 


NCE friends I had, but, ah! too ſoon 
Death robb'd me of my parents dear ; 

Left me to mourn my wretched doom, 

And wander friendleſs in deſpair : 
Forlorn o'er hills and dales I rov'd, 

Depriv'd of ev'ry earthly joy; 
At length a ſwain, with pity mov'd, 

Made me an humble Shepherd Boy. 


Soon as I view the dawn of day, 
To flow'ry plain my flocks I lead, 
And whilſt for ſood my lambkins ſtray, 
On ſome lone bank I tune my reed: 
Did thoſe who bathe in ſeeming bliſs, 
Once taſte the fweets that I enjoy, 
They'd wiſh for humble happineſs, 
And envy me, the Shepherd Boy. 


When down the weſtern {ky the ſua 
Deſcends, to gladden eaſtern climes ; 
Tis then my daily toil is done, 
And I to reſt repair betimes : 
In ruſtic garb 'tis true I'm clad, 
Yet nothing does my peace annoy, 
And tho' my fortune is but ſad, 
Still heav'n may bleſs =_ Shepherd Boy. 
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HO' Old England, cry'd William, invites me to 
arms, 
And bids me, dear Suſan, relinquiſh thy charms; 
Yet ſtill thy lov'd image ſhall dwell in my heart, 
And *midſt every danger ſhall tranſport impart : 
Till with victory crown'd I return to the ſhore, 
Then, Suſau, dear Suſan, I'll leave the no more. 


To Neptune and Mrs my fond ſuit I prefer'd, 

Who ſouth'd me with ſmile when my ſtory they heard; 
For with tears and with ſighs I their pity implor'd, 
Aud begg'd they would ſpare the dear youth I ador'd; 
And I ſaid if a victor they ſent him to ſhore, 

Tat William, dear William, ſhould leave me no more 


The gods thus reply'd and 1 thank'd thera indeed, 
The daughters of Albion in vain never plead, 

Een the whole Britiſh fleet in that glorv ſhall ſhare, ' 
Which we to beſtow cn thy lover prepare :* 

Soon in triumph cried I, will our fleet reach the ſhore, 
Then William, dear William, will leave me no more. 


While Britannia the [-ure's prepar'd for her Howe, 
He nobly exclaim'd, 'crethe wreath gi ac'd his brow, 
Twas the brave Britiſh ſeamen that vanquiſh'd the foe 
And William was ſoremuſt his courage to ſhe w; 

So with victory cruwn'd they return'd to the ſhore, 
And William, dear William, ſhall leave me no more, 
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THE CHIMNEY SWEEPERs 


HO” late and early I do pad, 
A bawling * ſweep ſoot ho!“ 
Yet till am I as blithe a lad 
As e'er you'd wiſh to know: 
And when the ladies fine I hear, 
Cry, * take care of the ſweep!” 
Ladies, ſays I, you need not fear,* 
But I'm for them too deep: 
For 1 gives 'em a ſmut 
Of my bag full of ſoot, 
They cry, © curſe you, mind how you go; 
Dear me, Ma'am,' ſays I, 
I was juſt bruſhing by,” 
And I'm off with my * ſweep-ſoot-ho.” 


And when diſguis'd I meet the devil, 
Tlove to have ſome fun: 
A lawyer I mean—the greateſt evil 
That thrives beneath the ſun : 
For ſure we both, beyond all doubt, 
Are to the devil a-kin; 
The difference is I'm black without, 
The lawyer black within: 
H 2 I 
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T eives him a ſmut 
Ot my bag full of ſoot ; 
He cries, * D-mme, mind how you ge:“ 
« Sir,” ſays I *prav, 
Do keep out off the way, ' 
And I'm off with my ſweep-ſout-ho, 


Your flaſhy folks dreſt fine and gay, 
As thro' the ſtreets I go, 
All in an inſtant clear the way, 
At ſound of * ſweep - ſoot- ho: 
And thus I gammons all the folks, 
care not great or ſmall; 
T laughs, I fings, I cracks my jokes, 
And ſomething ſays to all: 
For I gives em a ſmut, 
Of my bag full of ſoot, 
They cry, prithee mind how you go: 
* O dear, Sir,' fays I, 
«1 was juſt bruſhing by,” 
And I'm off with my * ſweep-loot-ho,” 


S:.-0 N 6. 


YOUNG PAT, 


N the land of Hibernia young Pat drew his breath, 
And |vre ever ſince he has teaz'd me to death; 
For ſo tweet he ſings, and makes love with ſuch art, 
By the with of St Patrick he's ſhot thro' my heart, 
With my gramachree Molly, och, what can I do. 1 
| S 
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He vows, if I'll enter the conjugal life, 

He'll Oh! to be ſure—only make me his wiſe ! 
Then ſo tender he looks when we lovingly chat, 
That ] long to be married—but won't tell him that. 
With his gramachree, &c, 


Laſt Sunday, at church, he muſt ſain tell the prieſt, 
In a week or two more we are wedded at leaſt ; 
And ſure, ſinee he ſaid it, my conſcience will ſay, 
If he don't lead me there, I will ſhew him the way. 
With his gramachree, &c. 


. 


THE ROW, 


. be ſure I don't love in my heart now, 
What ſome people call a good duſt ; 
And with life was 1 ſure for to part now, 
As ſome time or other I muſt : 
When I ſee a lady in danger, 
I up to her march with a bow; 
And from her ne'er ſhrink, as a firangers. 
But inſtantly kick up a row: 
For I pelt away, whelt away, whack aways 
Lather away all that I can, 
Well pleas'd I'm to loſe my life ſtill, 
For woman, that bleſſing to man: 
Give me but a ſprig of ſhilaly, 
And may be I'll not ſhew you how, 
Be a puppy's coat ever ſo mealy, 
To duſt when I kick up a row, 


Hg One 
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One night as I walk'd down the Strand, I 
Saw ladies by rufhans abus'd, 
So, ſays I, to be ſure I can't ſtand by, 
And ſee the ſweet creature miſus'd: 
So that which Ma'am Juſtice ſhould ſetthe, 
. Had ſhe been awake, vou'l] allow, 
J, being of true Iriſh mettle, 
Compounded, by making a row. 
For I pelt away, &c. 


As for fighting, I don't ſay I love it, 
For ſometimes it proves a bad job; 
And what, pray now, more would you have on't, 
I got a inug gaſh on my knob: 
But where I lee ladies ill treating, 
My country I'!l ſtraight diſavow. 
If I don't give the thieves ſuch a bating, 
And always I'll keep up the row, 
Fer I'll pelt away, &c. 


8 O N 6. 


TIGHT LADS OF THE OCEAN, 


SING of that life of delight bevond meaſure, 
That tars calmly lead on the b.iſterous main; 
Where toil is enjoyment, where trouble's all pleaſure, 
And where men loſe their lives a ſure fortune to gain: 
Where vou fear no diſeaſes but ſickneſs and ſcurvy, 
Wher the water ſtinks ſweetly by way of a zeſt; 
Where you walk on your legs if you're not topſey 
turvey, 


And where, though you ſleep ſoundly, you're never 
at reſt; 
Then 
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Then puſh round the cann, O you have not a notion 
Of failors, their grog, and their ſweethearts and 
wives ; 
Ah! give me, my ſoul, the tight lads of the ocean, 
Who, tho' they're ſo wretched, lead ſuch happy 
lives, 


Then you're always of billows an winds in the middle 
That f daſh, and ſo whiſtle, and bodder your ears, 
And phy a duet with the tar's ng and fiddle, 
So (ſweetly that ſounds, and that nobody hears : 
Then to ſe the tight lads how they laugh at a ſtranger, 
Who fear billows can drown, and nine po nders 
can kali: 
You're ſaſe, ſure enough, were you not in ſuch danger, 
And might loll at your eaſe if yuu could but ſet 
ſtili. 
Then puih round the cann, &c. 


What of perils that always the ſame are ſo various, 
And thro ſhot-hules and leaks, leave wide open 
death's dyors, 
Devil a ri'k's in a battle, wer't nt ſo precaricus, 
Storm: were all gig and fun but for breakers and 
{h res : 
In ſhort, a tar's life, you may ſay that I told it, 
Who leaves quiet and peace, foreign countries to 
rohan, 


Is, of all other lives, I'll be bound to uphold it, 
The beſt life in the world next to ſtaying at home. 


H 42 SONG, 
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8 O N 6.4 


THE DEW LIGHTLY FELL, 


Sung by Mr, Diguum. 


HE dew lightly fell on the ſweet-briar thorn, 
And ſhone in a clear lucid drop; 
The hounds were uncoupled, and frelh bloom'd the 
morn, 
When, ſaddled, I mounted old Crop: 
With ſpi its like fire, elated with joy, 
We fally ver hedge, ditch, and ſtyle. 
To taſte the ſweet pleaſures which never can cloy, 
While health crowns the chace with a ſmile. 


CHORUS. 


Hark away, then was cry'd, as we ſkim'd o'er the lawn 
Where ſweet echo replied to the notes of the horn, 


Now Reynard we ſpy d and redoubled our ſpeed, 
To ſhun us his art was in vain; 

For our dogs were all ſtaunch, and of the right breed, 
Who nimbly flew over the plain : 

To baffle his cunning, young Towler and Sly, 
Two mettleſome hounds cf the pack, 

Stept forward, and ſoon panting Revnard got nigh, 
Whoſe ſpeed had began for to {lack, 

Hark away, &c. 


O'ercome 
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O'ercome by their ſwiſtneſs he yielded his breath, 
When I and Tom Ringwood fell in; 
While the huntſman's loud ſhouting proclaim'd his 
delay, 
To join in in the muſical din: 
The chace being o'er we return'd full of glee, 
Freſh pleaſures awhile to partake ; 
And thus we enjoy our lives jovial and free, 
Till Aurora again bids us wake. 
Hark away, &c. 
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THE CHACE IS DIVINE, 


S bright as the morning the ſons of the chace, 
As early as Sol in the morning we're riſing; 
Joy danc'd in each heart, and health bloom'd in each 

face, 
Alike ev'ry fear and each danger deſpiſing: 
Then hail to the morn, 
With hounds and with horn, | 
While pleaſure around does each proſpect adorn ; 
Through woudlands and vallies with ſpeed the in- 
cline, 
And the ſports of the chace each proclaims is divine. 
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Now rous'd from his den, ſee fly Reynard in views 


And watchful he over the meadow is fly ing; 


Ae ſwiſtly the hounds and the huntimen purſue, 


Alike all his ſpeed and his cunning defying: 


He now takes to the wood, 
Now paſſes the flood, 


Yet as eager the chace by the dogs is renew'd ;. 
Thro woodland or valley with ſpeed they inclin'd, 
While the ſports of the chace each proclaims is divine. 


'Tho' he bruſhes to cover, and hides for a while, 
Yet ſoon the ſtaunch beagles will certainly find him, 


Such a pack all his cunning can never beguile, 


He quickly is trac'd by the ſcent left behind him: 


They ſeize on their prey, 
While the horns found away, 


And pleaſures reward the fatigue of the day; 
To ting o'er the bowl they all cheerful incline, 
That the joys of the ſportſmen are nearly divine. 


S O N 6. 
THE SWELLING CANVAS» 


{ſwelling canvas caught the breeze, 
The ſhip flew through the ſca, 
But nought, Louiſa, could avail, 
To take my thoughts from thee : 
Ah! no—from love, my charming maid, 
I'd ev'ry pain endure; 
And vou alone the wound have made, 
And you alone can cure, 


Whes 
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When loud contending billows ſweep, 
And filver'd waves ariſe, 

The ſhip now plunges in the deep, 
And now aſſails the ſkies: 

But greater are the ſtorms by far, 
That in my boſom roll, 

Love's ev'ry conflict ſtruggles there, 
And agitates mv ſoul. 


Thy form my mind, my paſſion holds, 
No one e' er lov'd more true; 

Though parted diſtant as the poles, 
My heart is ſtill with you: 

In pity then return my love, 
Nor from my wiſhes fly ; 

For if you ſmile twill heaven prove, 
But if you frown J die. 


S O N 6. 


THE SLOW RISING MORN, 


17 flow riſing morn glads the top of the hills, 


And cheers by its rays the ſoft murmuring rills; 


The tinkling fold ſalutes the new day, 


And Phoebus delights by the beams of his ray: 
The cock's cheerful voice is the clarion of morn, 
And echo revibrates the huntſman's ſweet horn; 
Hark! the lark—hark! the lark —hark! the lark, on the 


pray, 


Her ſweet notes wake the ſluggard, and welcomes the 


day. 


H 
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The chimes of the village now waken the clown, 
The '{quire takes his riſe from his ſoſt bed of down; 
The hunters ſtart up, each his whip gave a crack, 
Then ſaddle their horſes, unkennel the pack: 
Their muſical halloo, the hounds in full cry, 

We ferrit out puls, for the victim muſt die; 
While the thruſh, on the buſh, in concert unites, 
And adds to the pleaſure that crowns our delights. 


The fatigues of the day lead us home to the bowl, 

And feſtivity's board ſmokes for each jovial ſoul ; 

The bottle we crack, the rich nectar we quaff, 

And mirth in his train brings the jeſt and the laugh, 

Till Somnus ſpreads o'er us his mantle of peace, 

And the nightingale's notes bids our jolity ceaſe — 

Hark how ſweetly, how ſweetly, her ſong cheers the 
night, 

And Luna delighted redoubles her light, 


S O N G-+ 


THE LOYAL TAR, 
Sung by Mr. Sede u ick. 


O longer tempt me from my duty, 
My country calls me hence awhile; 

| prize, dear Nan, thy worth and beauty, 
But more I prize Britannia's ſmile: 

The haughty foe now braves our arms, 
And dares to infult us on the main; 

My heort, tho' panting for thy charms, 
Pants more to meet them once again : 

Can you for this your Jack reprove, 

His King he mult prefer to love. 


Nor 
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Nor figh, my Nan, if now [ leave, 
Thy peaceful breaſt to court the war; 
Should I not go you more would grieve, 
To ſee diſgrac'd thy taithful tar ! 
Then {ſmile conſent, thy ſailor ſues, 
The pang of parting 'twill allay 
And ev'ry hour of bliſs we loie, 
In years of traniport I'll repay : 
No longer then your Jack reprove, 
His King he mult preter to love. 


$. N . 


PATRICK O'NEAL, 


E ſons of Hibernia, who, ſnug on dry land, 


Round your ſmoaking turt fires, and whiſkey in 
hand, 


Drink kaid-milk, full rough, and ne'er think of the 


boys, 
Who are fighting your battles thro' tempeſt and noiſe, 
Attend to my ditty—'tis true, I declare, 
Such ſwimming and finking would make you all ſtare; 
For ſtorms, ſquibs, and crackers, have fing'd at my tail, 
Since the pre(s-gang laid hold on poor Patrick O'Neal, 


Twas the firſt day of April, I ſat off, like a fool, 
From Kilkenny to Dublin, to ſee Lawrence Tool, 
My mother's third coulin, who oft' had wrote down, 
And begg'd I'd come to ſee how he flouriſh'd in towns 
But I ſcarce had ſet foot in this terrible place, 

Ere I met with a ſharper who {wore to my face; 

He beckon'd a preſs-gang that came without fail, 
— neck and heels dragg'd off poor Patrick O' Neal. 


Then 
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Then they ſcamper'd away, as they ſaid, with a prize, 
(For they thought me a ſailor run off in diſguiſe) 

But a terrible blunder they made with their ſtriſe, 
For I'd ne'er ſcen a ſhip, or the ſea, in my life; 
Away to a tender they bade me to ſteer, 

But of tenderneſs devil a morſel was there; 

O! roar'd and 1 curs'd, tho' it did not avail, 

They down in the cellar cram'd Patrick O'Neal. 


We ſet off from Dublin the very next day, 

I was halt-ſtarv'd and ſea-fick the reſt of the way; 

Not a mile-ſtone | ſaw, nor a houſe, nor a bed, 

Twas all water and ſky till we came to Spithead ; 

Then they call'd up all hands - hands and feet ſoon 
obey'd, 

O wiſh'd myfelf home cutting turf with a ſpade; 

For the firſt thing I ſaw made my courage to fail, 

Was a great floating caſtle for Patrick O'Neal, 


This huge wooden world roll' about on the tide, 
With a large row of teeth ſtuck faſt in each fide; 
They put out the boat, and they told me to keep 
Faſt hold with my trotters for fear I ſhould flip— 
I let go with my hands to ſtick taſt by my toes, 
The ſhip gave a roll and away my head goes, 
I plung'd in the water and daſh'd like a whole, 

ill with boat-hooks they filh up poor Patrick O'Neal. 


Midſt ſhouts, jeſts, and laughter they hoiſted me in 
Lo this huge wooden world tull of riot and din; 
ich ropes and ſuch pullies, ſuch ſighs met my eye, 
ad ſo large were the ſheets that they hung up to dry ; 
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I thonght it Noah's ark, ſtuff d full of queer gueſts, 

Hogs, pedlars, geeſe, ſailors, and all other beaſts— 

Soine drank bladders of gin, ſome drank pitchers of ale, 

And they ſung, curs'd, and laugh'd at pwr: Patrick 
O'Neal, 


All con founded with bother I began to look queer, 
When the boatſwain's ſhrill pipe made all hands to aps 
ar, 
Up the — like to monkies they ſinging did ſwear, 
Then like gibbets and rope-dancers ſwung in the air: 
They clapt ſticks in a capſtain, (as I afterwards found} 
The chap fit and fif'd as they turned him round; 
The {hip run her anchor, ſpread her wings, and ſet 
ail, 


With a freight of live lumber, and Patrick O'Neal. 


Then to go down below expreſt a great wiſh, 
Where they live under water like ſo many fiſh; 

] was put in a meſs with ſome more of the crew, 
And, it being banyan-day, they gave me burgue: 
For a bed they'd a ſack, hung as high as my chin, 
They call'd it a hammock, and bade me get in; 

I lay hold, tcok a leap. but my footing being frail, 
It iwang meclean over !—poor Patrick O'Neal, 


With ſome help I got in, where I rocked all night, 

The day broke my reſt in a terrible fright ; 

© Up haramocks, down cheſts,” was cry'd from all parts, 

There's a French ſhip in fight !'—up and down went 
my heart! 

To a gun | was ſtation'd, they cry'd with an oath, 

Te pull off his breeches, unmuzzle his mouth: 

They took off the apron that cover'd his tail, 


And the leadiog-ſtrings gave to Patrick O'Neal. 


| 
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Our thick window ſhutters we pull'd up with ſpeed, 


And we run out our bull dogs of true Engliſh breed: 


The Captain cry'd, * Fngland and Ireland, my boys,” 
When he mention'd old Ireland my heart made a noiſe! 
Our ſweet little guns did the Frenchmen defy, 

We clapt fire on his back and bade him let fly; 

His voice made me leay, tho' |'d hold by his tail, 
The beaſt then flew bock and threw Patrick O'Neal, 


Then we lather'd away, by my ſoul, hob and nob, 

Till the Frenchmen gave up what they thought a bad 
job; 

Then 2 tie him behind a long cord they did bring, 

And we led him along, like a pig in a ſtring! 

So home to Old England we led the French boy, 

O the fight of the land made me ſea- ſick with joy; 

They made a new peace when the war was too ſtale, 


And fet all hands adriſt, and poor Patrick O'Neal, 


Now ſafe on dry land a carouſing F ll ſteer, 


Nor cai-head, nor cat-block, nur boatſwain's cat fear; 


While there's ſhot in the locker I'll fing, and be bound, 
That Saturday night ſhall laſt all the year round : 
But ſhould peace grow too ſleep, and war come again, 
By the piper of Leinſter I'd venture again— 
Returning I'll bring you, good folks, a freſh tale, 
That you'll cry 'till you laugh at poor Patrick O'Neal. 


SONG. 
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AUTUMN'S PLENTEOUS CROPS APPEAR, 


UTUNIN's plenteous crops appear, 
(Glorious ſeaſon of the year) 
See the happy nymphs and ſwains, 
(Source of ail the paſt'ral ſtrains) 
O'er their arms are fickles hung, 
And the ruſtic ballad ſung, 
As they trip acroſs the plains; 


Happy nymphs and happy ſwains. 


Yellow ſtems bow down their heads, 
Homage to the rural maids ; 

Jocund whilſt at work they're found, 
And the village news goes round : 
Each ſwain near the laſs he loves, 
And the day in friendſhip moves; 
To the joys of harveſt field, 

Ev'ry pleaſure elſe muſt yield. 


See then, now, with ſtomachs good, 
Round a diſh of ſolid food; 
Sitting ina ſhady ſeat, 

Shelter'd from meridian heat: 
And by harmleſs chat and jokes, 
Shew how bleſt are country folks, 
Happy, happy, happy they, 
Chearful pals the time away. 
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THE COMPLAINT, 


EASE, ceaſe, ye birds of the grove, 
Your melody pieaſes no more; 

It ſerves but to waken my love, 

And think on the maid | adore: 
Since together we fondly have ſhay'd, 

To hear the wild ng tes of your ſong, 
When my f>ir-one was charm'd with the ſhade, 

And wiſh'd ev'ty note to prolong. 


View the ſweet of yon flow'rets that blows, 
Surchare'd with the dew of the morn ; 
Yet you'll find that there is not a role, 
Without its attendaut the thorn; 
So Chloe is blooming and fair 
As the roſe bending ſoft with the dew; 
But, O ye Und thepherds beware, 
Though bivuning, yet Chloe's untrue, 


Ye ſwains of the village beware 

How you tread in the mazes of love! 
"Tis a path that's bewilde:'& with care, 

And the more to the forther vou rove! 
Supp: ſe that your charmer's ſincere, 

That you read the tond with in her eyes: 
Yet ſtill you have reaſon to fear, 

Aud forego the purluit if you're wiſe, 
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How tuneful was Corydon's reed, 
When his love deign'd to liſten the while; 
When a louk of regard was his meed, 
And each note was return'd with a ſmile; 
Yet no more ſhall it breathe the gay ſtrain, 
No more with the nightingale vie; 
T'll teach it the way to complain, 


And mourn the ſweet nymph with a ſigh, 


What beauties remain in my cot, 

Or the vine that o'erſhadows the door; 
Since I and its {hade are forgot, 

Since Chloe is conſtant no more ? 
Each linnet ſhall droop with its wing, 

For my love was the theme of :ts lay; 
The goldfinch no longer ſhall ſing, 

For no longer is Corydon gay. 


S O N. 


ARISE, MY FAlR, 


RISE, my fair, the morn invites, 
With ſongs of birds on ev'ry bough 
Each field with verdant ſweet delights, 
And al! Aurora's beauties glow : 
We !o-ſe the prime, with joy to heed 
Our tence1 plants, how buds the grove; 
What drips the mvrrh and balmy reed, 
How nature paints her gay alcove. 
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The fragrance of the bean's perſume, 
Freſh op'ning now your ſenſe ſhall greet ; 
The bee now fits upon the bloom, 
With care extracting liquid ſweet: 
The zephyr, with his balmy breath, 
Awakes the gardens choiceſt ſtores ; 
And o'er each mead and purple heath, 
Has Flora ſcatter'd earlieſt flow'rs. 


The wintry ſtorms are all o'erpaſt, 
And ſpring reſumes her genial reign ; 
To woods in pairs the turtles haſte, 
And ſweetly tell the pleaſing pain: 
Like them together let us rove, 
Midſt ſcenes of love and nature ſtray 
"Tis thou alone can'ſt give me joy, 
Ariſe, my fair, and come away. 


S O N S. 


AS PENDANT O'ER THE LIMPID STRE 


S pendent o'er the limpid ſtream, 
I bow my ſnowy pride, 
And languiſh in a fruitleſs flame, 
For what the fates deny'd : 
The fair Paſtora chanc'd to paſs, 
With ſuch an angel air; 
I ſaw her in the wat'ry glaſs, 
And lov'd the rival fair. 


Ye 
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Ye fates no longer let me pine, 
A ſelf admiring ſweet; 

Permit me by your grace divine, 
To kiſs the fair one's feet: 

That if by chance the gentle maid, 
My fragrance ſhould admire, 

I may, upon her boſom laid, 
In ſofter ſweets expire. 


S O N 6.4 


WHEN NIGHTS WERE COLD 


WE. nights were cold, and rain, and fleet, 
Full hard againſt the window beat; 
Then many a long and wearv mile, 
Mv lover travel'd to behold me, 
His toil repaid to ſee me ſmile, 
And ſweetly in his arms enfold me; 
And thr-” the night we lit and chat, 
Alas! there was no harm in that, 


How ſweer his words whene'er he ſpoke, 
But, Oh! when he his pa ſſion broke, 
Upon his lips the fal 'ring tale 
More grace receiv' from his confuſion, 
And now by turns his cheek look'd pale, 
Or crim{n'd o'er with mild ſuffuſion, 
Our be :ring hearts went pit a pat; 
Alas! there was no harm in that. 


2 Anothey 
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Another now the bliſs muſt prove, 


"Tho' we ſo oſt' have ſworn to love; 
Oh! cruelty my heart will break, 
Fil hie me to ſome ſhade forſaken, 
And only of my love I'll ſpeak, 
And prove my truth and faith unſhaken; 
Fil wander where we oft' have fat, 


Sure there will be no harm in that. 


S ON Cf. 


WHEN ISICLES HANG BY THE WALL, 


HEN iſickles hang by the wall, 
And Dick the ſhepherd bluws his nail; 
And Tom bears logs into the hall, 
And milk comes frozen home in pail; 
When blood be nipt, and ways be foul, 
Then nigktly tings the ſtaring owl, 
Tu- whit, tu-who, a merry meiry note, 


While greaſy Joan doth keel the pot. 


When all aloud the wind doth blow, 

And coughing drowns the parſon's ſaw, 
And birds fit brooding in the ſnow, 

And Marian's noſe looks red and raw; 
When rcaſted crabs hiſs in the bowl, 
Then nightly fings the ſtaring owl; 
Tuw-whit, &c. | 
| SONG; 
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1 
To THE MAID 1 LOVE BEST, 
Sung by Maſter Welſh. 


UPID, lovely charming boy, 
Gentle god befriend my pray'r, 

Turn my boſom's grief to joy, 

Love alone {h-uld triumph there: 
Since thy vot'ry ſworn am l, 

Grant a lover one requeſt; 
Bear a tear and bear a high, 

To the maid that I love beſt, 


Softly whiſper in her ear, 

H »w for her alone I burn; 
Tell her, by that figh and tear, 

Love like mine ſhoul4 meet ret urn: 
Then, to certify my bliſs, 

Then to make me truly beſt, 
Bring me back a tender kiſs, 

From the maid that I love beſt, 


Venus then ſhall thee repay, 
With a thouſand kiſſes ſweet, 
Then my fonnets night and day, 

Shall thy vitry repeat: 
Haſte, then, haſte, on wings of ſpeed, 

Haſte and calm my ruffled breaſt ; 
Bear the charge to thee decreed, 

To the maid that I leve beſt, 

SONG, 


S O N. 


THE FEMALE CAYER, 
Sung by Mrs. Mountain. 


VE loſt my heart, I've loſt my heart, 
1 Pray tell me if you've found it; 
Tis free trom ſcorn, from pride, or art, 

Has Damon's name around it. 


No heart ſo conſtant, ſoſt, and true, 
Till from this breaſt laſt night it flew, 
When Damon danc'd upon the green, 
The ſweeteſt ſwain that e'er was ſeen: 
Such charms alone my heart could move, 
*Tis conſtant as the turtle dove, 


O bring me back my heart again, 
Or bring me Damon's in return ; 
Attend my call, my cry regard, 
And beauty's ſmile be your reward. 


— —_—— WW — 


; '( 169 ) 


S O N G. 


THE SEAMAN'S HOME, 


Sung at Vauxhall. 


YOU whoſe lives on land are paſs'd, 
And keep from dang'rous ſeas aloot, 
Who, careleſs liſten to the blaſt, 
Or beating rains upon the roof: 
You little heed how ſeamen fare, 
Condemn'd the angry ſtorm to bear. 


Sometimes, while breakers vex the tide, 
He takes his ſtation on the deck; 
And now, laſh'd o'er the veſſel's fide, 
He clears away the cumb'ring wreck : 
Yet while the billows o'er him foam, 
The ocean only is his home. 


Stil! freſher blows the midnight gale, 
All hands reef topſails, are the cries ; 

And while the clouds the heavens veil, 
Aloft to reef the ſail he flies: 

In ſtorms ſo rending doom'd to roam, 

The ocean is the ſeaman's home. 


SONG» 


— — — PE Guy 


—— — — — — 


- 
— — —— „ — A — 


— 


— — —L—⅜ ca 


( 170 ) 


300 N 6. 


SWEET ROSE OF EURFORD VALE, 
Sung at Vauxka!l. 


Y Roſe is ſure the ſweeteſt la ſs, 
\ T hat ever danc'd on mead or green, 
In native charms {he does ſurpals 
The goddeſs fair, ſtyl'd beauty's queen: 
The ſwains, for mand a ham'et round, 
Make her the ſubject of their tale; 
And ev're lute th-t's heart tr: ſonnd, 
Bieathes lovely Role of Buriord Vale. 


Sure from that fl-w'r {he takes her name, 
That for ſip: {is 51i tie reſt ; 
In fr. grace to h 1 bestu's the ſame, 
But C what ſwtets c hie her breaſt! 
NC. fuw?; Was EVET i ef 10 fair, 
That ip r1:ve bind the wanton gale; 
Sure ev'ry charm is ceate: 'd there 
Sweet lovely Rule of Burturd Vale. 


Let me this flow'r place near my heart, 
I've lov'd it long, nor auzht behde, 
There it ſhall lie tecuie hrom gr: 
And oe each ſecret with prclide : 
Tl make its care my chief delight, 
And morn and eve kind fortune hail, 
If thoul't, my ir, with me unte, 
Sweet lovely Rule of Bur ford Vale. 
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S 0 No” 
RETURNING SPRING, 
Sung at Vauxhall, 


ETURNING ſpring reſumes the groves, 

; To animate the year; 
The linnet tunes its ſong of love, 

Delightfil to the year: 
Til try my beſt, like birds in ſpring, 

And raiſe my humble ſong, 
While here Apollo ſtrikes the ſtring, 

To charm the liſt'ning throng, 


| Sometimes Il be of Dian's train 
To join the hounds and horn; 

While echo anſwer'd o'er the plain, 
To hail the riſing morn : 

Sometimes with Flora I'll be gay, 
And blithſome trip alone, 

And gather ſweets of blooming May, 
To pleaſe the paſſing throng. 


For all my happineſs, I own, 
Is to give pure delight: 

And your applauſe will ſurely crown, 
My wiſhes ev'ry night: 

Each varied part my i1:2ple voice, 
Shai try, in ev'ry long, 

Fo mike you happy —and rejoice, 

* To pleaſe the liſt'ning throng. 


12 


SONG. 


( 172 ) 


S8 0 N G8. 


PRIMRROS ES. 


Sung at Vauxhall, 
HEN ſpring returning decks the grovey 


In glittering array, 
And birds elated chaunt their loves, 
While mounted en the ſpray ; 
Then to the fields with eager haſte, 
To cull the flow'rs | hie, 
And, with my baſket to my waiſt, 
Thro' lanes and ftreets [ cry, 
Two bunches a penny Primroſcs, 
p Two bunches a penny. 


And oft”, as thro” the ſtreets J walk, 
In hopes to ſell my ware, 
The powder'd beaus will deign to talk, 
And try me to enſnare : 
But, true to love, my thoughts are plac'd, | 
And from ſuch offers fly, . 
So with my baſket to my waiſt 
I trudge along and cry 
Two bunches a penny Primroſes, 
Two bunches a penny. 


Nor ſattins train behind, 
I ill have charms to pleaſe my Ned, 
And he hits well my mind: 


What tho' no plumes adorn my head, | 


And 
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And ſoon to church with him I'll haſte, 
The gordian knot to tie — 

No more with baſket to my waiſt 
'Thro' lanes or ſtreets I'll cry, 

Two bunches a penny Primroſes, 
Two bunches a penny, 


S. 0 MN- GS 


WHILE THE MORN IS INVITING TO LOYE, 


Sung by Mr. Darley. 


HE fun, when ariſing, beſpangles the dew, 
p And tints with his glory the ſkies; 
All nature's in motion, how charming the view, 
When day is beginning to riſe! 
The morning is lovely, Maria awake, 
Let us haſte to the myrtle alcove; 
Or ſtray by the ſide of the chryſtaline lake, 
While the morn is inviting to love, 


Did thy mind turn on me in thy dreams in the night, 
Did I e'er to thy fancy appear ? 

Did no fond idea thy boſom delight, 
Maria, unfold to my ear? 

Unſeen and unheard you may tell it me now, 
Not a witneſs is near but the dove, 

Which mourns for its mate in the olive tree bough, 
While the morn is inviting to love.. 
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The winter, Maria, will come on apace, 
As ſummer b-2ins to depart, 

Come then, in my bolom n confidence place, 
And fpcak the fond with of ray heart: 

O let us, my fir, be united to-day, 
And haſte to the church in the grove, 

Nor let us the Plcaling occaſion delay, 
While the morn is inviting to love. 


S 0 NG” 


MA BELLE. COQUE Ts 


Sung by Mr. Clifford. 


A Belle Coquette, ah! whe diſdain, 
'$ Tc hear mv _ faithful hooks? 
Wirth cuid negl-& wh ceaſe to pain, 
The heart that for thee dies? 
Thoſe eves where all the graces play, 
Where sil the ves are met, 
In pity ceale to tuen away 
From me, Ma Belle Coquette. 


Tho' toplings flutter round thee, love, 
To ſhare thy envied ſmiles; 

Their empiy vows be fz above, 
And ſpurn their ſpecious wales; 


To 


„ 


To virtue train'd, ah! let thy heart 
Deluſive joys ſorget, 

And real raptures deign t' impart, 
To me, Ma Belle Coquette. 


The beauteous form, th' expanſive mind, 
In thee their influence blend, 

And to the lover's ardour bind 
Tic affection of the friend: 

My cane may Live and friendſhip plead, 
And, fate propitious, let 

Thy heart beſtow its gen'rous meed 

On me, Ma Belle Coquette, 


Thoſe pleaſures which from folly flow, 
With indignstion leave, 

And teach thy youthtul heart to know 
They pleaſe but to deceive: 

Then blels, ſweet maid, theſe jaithful arms, 
And ta{hion's lures forget, 

T' enjoy retirement's mental charms, 
With me, Ma Belle Coquette. 


S. O N 6. 


THE CANN OF FEIP, 


O diſtant ſhores the breezy wind, 
The jolly tar from home conveys ; 
No anxious thoughts annoy his mind, 


Whillt whiitiing he the ſheet belays: 
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The ſtorms around him loudly roar, 
And from his jacket brine ſhall dripg 
Unmov'd he hears the tempeſt roar, 
And takes bis can of gen'rous flip, 


No filly cares can him oppreſs, 
If tight his ſhip, and ſea-room clear; 
Nor on his heart can aught impreſs, 
The diſtant thought of coward fear: 
Tho' ſtorms around him loudly roar, 
And from his jacket brine ſhall drip, 
Unmov'd he hears the tempeſt roar, 
And takes his can of gen'rous flip. 


Yet when he views his native land, 
His ſwelling heart with ardour glows; 

And as he leaps upon the ſtrand, 

"Tis thus his tongue with rapture flows: 
Nor ſtorms nor tempeſts here aſſail, 

Nor brine ſhall from my jacket drip, 
Here love alone ſhall blow the gale, 

And we drink canns of gen'rous flip. 


80 N 6.4 
THE WAVING WILLOW, 


7 WAS at the hour of day's decline, 
When to the neighb'ring hills I went, 
To tie up many a drooping vine, 


By weight of purple cluſters bent 
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That done, beneath a willow ſhade, 
Which o'er Boeva's river play'd, 
I ſat and ſung to the waving willow. 


While there I mus'd and watch'd the ſtream, 
A boat approach'd with lazy oar, 

Of love—ah! little did I dream, 
Till roguiſh Caſper ſprung on ſhore: 

A thouſand vows he made me hear, 

And I believ'd them all ftincere, 
While reſting near the waving willow. 


From that time, till I gave my hand, 
He ne'er would be at reſt ; 

At maſs he near me us'd to ſtand, 
With me to dance he always preſt: 

And let me hope he'll mend at laſt, 

Nor force me to regret what paſs'd, 
While reſting near a waving willow, 


3 N 6. 


COLIN AND MOGGY, 


Sung at the Apollo Gardens. — 


Y Colin leaves fair London town, 
Its pomp, and pride, and noiſe ; 
With eager haſte he hies him down, 


To taſte of rural joys: 
15 Soon 


„ 


Soon as my much-lov'd ſwain's in fight, 
My heart is glad with glee, 

I never knew ſuch true delight, 
As when he comes to me, 


How {weet with him all day to rove, 
And range the meadows wide ! 

Nor yet leſs ſweet the moonlight grove, 

All by the river's fide ; 

The gaudy ſeaſons paſs away 
How ſwift when Colin's by! 

How ſwiſtly glide the lowery May, 
How faſt the ſummers fly. 


When Colin comes to grace the plains, 
An humble crook he bears; 

He tends the flock like other ſwains, 
A ſhepherd quite appears: 

All in the verdant month of May, 
The rake is all his pride; 

He helps to make the new mown hay, 


With Moggv by his tide, 


Gainſt yellow autumn's milder reign, 
His fickle he prepares, 

He reaps the harveſt on the plain, 
All pleas'd with rural cares; 

With jocund dance the night is crown'd, 
When all the toil is Ger, 

With him I tript it on the ground, 
Wich bonny ſwains a ſcore. 


When 
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When winter's gloomy night's prevail, 
If Colin is but there, 

His jovial laugh, and merry tale, 
To me is muckle cheer : 

The folk that chooſe in town to dwell, 
Are from my envy free, 

For Moggy loves the plains fo well, 
And Colin's all to me. 


8. 


WHEN SLEEP HAS crLos'd. 


Sung by Mr. Kelly, in Mahmoud. 


HEN fleep has clos'd tke trav'ler's eyes, 


By long fatigue opprels'd, 
While ſlumb'ring oft, ſerene he lies, 
And ſinks in downy reſt, 
By the glimpſes of the moon, 
Springs the Arab on his prey ; 
Or beneath the ſcorching noon, 
Bears the loaded wealth away, 


But tho' in hours of ſweet repoſe, 
His ſpoil the rover ſeek, 

Yet oft” concern for human woes 
Impearls his glowing cheek : 

When the captive fair-one pleads, 
Beauty, born to be ador'd, 

While reſiſtance round him bleeds, 
Beauty triumphs o'er his ſword, 
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SON 0 
AND NONE OUR STEPS ESPY, 


Sung by Mrs. Bland, 


And bar th' unfriendly door, 
With ſecret ſtep and nightly ſtealth, 
We free their uſeleſs ſtore: 
Then nimby croſs the mountain's brow, 
Some fortune new to try, 
While ſleep enfolds the vale below, 
And none our ſteps eſpy. 


The rich may ſteal with bolder face, 
And where they rob, may ſtay ; 

With modeſt fear our thefts we grace, 
And ſhun the face of day: 

When morn peeps in her twilight grey, 
And lights up halt the ſky, 

O'er dew-drops {wilt we hie away, 
And ncne vur Reps eſpy. 


—— —— | 


HEN jealous miſer's ſtarve in wealth, 


SONG. 
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S 0 N 6. 
THO" PLEASURE SWELL, 


Sung by Mr. Braham. 


HO' pleafore ſwell the jovial cry, 
4, mid the chace relounding, 
While light, with airy ſtep we fly, 
O'er hill, o'er valley bounding; 
Pleas'd I forego delights ſo ſweet, 
A parent's dearer {miles to meet. 


8S O NG. 


TOLL, TOLL THE KNCGLL, 


Sung by Sig. Storace. 


OLL, toll the knell, 
Ding, ding, deng, bell, 

Joy is flown away, 

From thee poor Zelica ! 

Poor Zelica ! 

Light of cheerful day 
Never ſhall I ſee, 
Never more be free! 

Toll, toll the knell, 

Poor Zelica. 


Sw. 


Thus, her freedom gone, 

See the linnet moan, 
Oit', with plaintive cry, 

For pity calling ; 

Strive oft* to fly, 

Thus with fruitleſs rage, 

Beat around her cage, 
Flutt'ring, falling : 

Toll, toll the knell, &c. 


110. 
THE WAN O' RING ARABS, 


Sung by Meſſ. Kelly Sedgwick and Dignum.. 


E. who wand'ring Arabs are, 
Fly from ſorrow, laugh at care; 
Let the notes of love reſound, 
And the ruby cup go round, 
While the gale its fragrance brings, 
And the ſummer flowret ſprings: 


CHORUS. 


We who wand'ring Arabs are, 
Fly from ſorrow, laugh at care. 


Who can tell to-morrow's doom? 
If the roſe of life ſhall bloom? 
Or, beneath the bliebting th-de, 
Drcop untimely, pine and fade: 
We, who wand'ring Arabs are, 
Fly from ſorrow, laugh at care. 


We, who wand'ring, &c. SONG, 
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DUET, 


Sung by Siz. Storace and Mrs. Bland. 


BSERVE how enchanting, what airsand grimaces 
While mincing her paces ſhe trips on her way! 
Obſerve how alarming ! how hopeleſs the caſe is! 
She thinks that new faces are ſure of the day: 
That cough ſo engaging, each moment replying, eh, heh . 
Still fainting and dving, Oh! dear, well-a-day, 
Ah! vain filly creature, my mirth you excite, 


A perſon ſo charming muſt always delight, 


N . 


FROM SHADES OF NIGHT, 
Sung by Mr. Braham. 


} {ROM ſhades of night does morning break, 
Or is't my love I ſe? 
y love I ſee 
In bow'rs of promis'd bliſs I wake, 
To lite and thee. 


Far hence in joyleſs realm ſhall pine, 
The heart that love diſdains, 
Here blooming wreaths ſhall Houris twine, 
And heav'n reward my pains 
With jovs for ever mine, 
With love and thee, 


To 
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To thee, my fair, while life ſhall laſt, 
My foul ſhall conſtant be, 

Ard, wher: the fl-eting ſcene is paſt, 
Still dwell with thee. 

Far hence, &c. 


S O N G. 


DOWN IN THE VALE WHERE VIOLETS GROW, 
Sung by Sig. torace. 


ON'T you remember a poor carpet-weaver, 

D Whoſe daughter lov'd a youth ſo true? 
He promis d one day he never would leave her, 

Ah! down in the vale where vi-lets grew: 
He flatter'd and vow'd, while ſhe ſat betide him, 

Soft tales telling of loves long ago, 
He vow'd to her but can you tell, if ſhe her love de- 

nied him, 
Down in the vale, where violets grow, 


Never, he told her, he would be a rover, 
She fondly thought he told her true— 

But how ſhall the ma id his truth diſcover, 
Ah! will he light his vows auew ? 

If never. never her voice deceiv'd him, 
Now, while telling of loves long ago, 
Can he forget the girl who believ'd him, 

Down in the vale where violets grow. 


SONG, 
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on! HaPLESS YOUTH, 
Sung by Miſs Miller, 


H! hapleſs youth, to grandeur born, 
To ſhare its dangers, feel its woes; 
Denied, in deſerts thus furlorn, 
The fleeting charm that grandeur knows. 


How bleſt to be a ſhepherd born, 

To taſte the ſweets content beſtows ; 
Nor anxious fear 2 lurking thorn, 

Where nature ſpreads the fragrant roſe. 


s ON G. 
TTIIANT LOVE, 
Sung Miſs Miller. 
HEN with wiſhes ſoft and tender 


Love has once ihe heart impreſs'd, 
Forc'd thy freedom to ſurrender, 
Hope no more, fund heart, to ret! 
Never more to taſte of pleaſure, 
Is the tvrant's ſtern decree; 
Yet to deem each ſigh a treaſure, 


Dearer far than liberty, 


SONG; _ 
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S O N G. 


ELLEN. 


Sung by Mr. Incledon. 


TEAR bow' r Richmond, Thames's pride, 
Dwelt Eller when her father dy'd ; 
One ſnowy night he luſt his way, 
And never more beheld the day : 
Two infant boys around her mother clung, 
And kindred grief the heart of Ellen wrung, 


Upon the earth her eves ſhe threw, 
The flawerets wild before her grew: 
Tboſe gilts by b unteous nature ſpread, 
She gather'd to procure them bread: 
And thro' the hollow ſounding ſtreets, 
By few reliev'd, but jeer'd by mauy, 
Her cry each morning the repeats, 
Pritaroſes, | rimroies, two bunches a penny. 


Her penſive way I've teen her keep, 
With anxious ſtep from door to door; 
And oft' I've turn'd aſide to weep, 
And mourn'd that fortune made me poor: 
Ere early light adorns the (ky, 
She roves the heath and vall-v fenny, 
And tow'ngs proud L:ndon has to cry, 
Primroſcs, primroſes, two bunches a penny. 


SONG. 
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THE TIMID HARE, 


A favorite Hunting Song. 


WER morn *twixt mountain and the ſky 
| On tip-ice ſtands, how ſweet to hear 
The hounds melodi-.as cheerful cry, 
As ſtarts the game, poſſeſs'd with fear: 
O'er brock and brake 
Our ccurle we take, 
The ſportſman knows no grief or care; 
When tweet the horn, 
Acroſs the lawn 
Awakes the trembling timid hare. 


Who panting flies. like freed from pain, 
As trembling {he refiens her brexth, 
The ſportſman joyous leaves the plain, 
Well pleas'd to be in at the death: 
Ihen tweet the horn 
Acroſs the lawn, 
Re ecoes blithe both far and near; 
O'er meads and downs 
We know no bounds, 


While courſing of the timid hare, 


Then {ay what pleaſure can inſpire 
To that of courting? Sweet employ! 

Except when h. mewards we 1etire, 
Cur bottles and our friend enjoy: 
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The brook and brake 
We then ſorſake, 
For ſportſmen know no grief or care; 
| Then ſweet the horn, 
Acroſs the lawn, 
Awakes the trembling timid hare, 


S O N 6.1 


ONE NIGHT GAY BACCHUS, 


Dedicated to the Members of the Convicial Board. 


O E night gay Bacchus at a banquet, 
Joy dus as a god could be, 
rely 'orth nectar, and he drank it, 
ector fill'd his heart with glee: 
The gup went round his god{hip reel'd, 
Tipſy we ſhall be,” he roar'd, 
M. mus, who mirth's keen ſhaſt can wield, 
Shall fat at our convivial board. 


F'« phiz replete with ſigns of jeſting, 
dun the merry wag was fund, 
Lc fat Aldermen when feaſting, 
vo theie gods the laugh went round; 
Wi. Momus» ftraight did joke prepare, 
Bacchus fl wing 2b ets pour d; 
But yet in ſpight dull father care 
Still fit at our convivial board. 


Apollo 
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Apollo came with lyre reſounding, 
Soon the touch thrill'd every heart, 
Muſic, mirth, and wine abounding, 
Made the churlilh cur depart : 
Determin'd on an ev'ning's ſport, 
Each produc'd his fav'rite hoard ; 
To their example we'll reſort, 
And furniſh our convivial board, 


But Care return'd and 'gan to hector, 
Bacchus ſeiz'd the intruding ef, 
Momus drench'd him well with nectar, 
Till he quite forgot himſelt: 
Apollo ſung, Care's nod approv'd, 
Toaſts he drank, nor once demur'd ; 
Thus taught to ſmile, his frown remov'd, 
He's fat for our convivial board, 
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I'VE SAIL'D THE WORLD AROUND, 
| Sung by Mr. Banniſter, 
1 ſail'd round the world view'd all nations and 


climes, 
Ev'ry point of the compaſs have box d. 
Seen fair weather, heavy Iqualls, your belt and worſt 
of times, 
And now aud chen a pretty girl have coax'd: 


But 
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But Old England for my money, and a Britiſh laſs 


in tow, 
Bleſs their hearts why I never never ſnub em; 
As for this or that there enemy, where ever bred the 
toc, 
We Engliſh hearty cocks always drub em. 
Then with flip, the fiddles, Poll, piping tol de rol de 
rol, 
We'll laugh and quaff it merrily, yo hoe. 


They call us careleſs ninnies—well let em, and what 
then? 
Why the rhino we works hard for you know; 
Not to hard it like lubb-rs, but to boys like men, 
With + meil.nate, gil, a f dle, boys, or fo: 
But Old England for my money, and a Britiſh laſs in 
tow, 
Bleſs their hearts why I never never ſnub 'em, 
As for this or that there enemy, wherever bred the 
ſoe, 


We Engliſh hearty cocks always drub em. 


S 0 N67 
THE GAEYHOUNDs 
Sung by Mr. Dignum. 
HE dew lightly fell on the ſweetbriar thorn, 
Anrora pr claim' i it was fav ; 


Shrill echo repeated the ſound of the horn, 
Which zephyr bore ſottly away: 


The 
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The dogs were uncoupled, the chace none did lack, 
When Towler, a ſtaunch mettled hund, 

That once was the boaſt of the loud op'ning pack, 
Crawl'd forth to the muſical found, 


For years he unrival'd was held far and near, 
As ſtaunch as e'er follow'd the che ce; 

O'er hedge, ditch, and ſtile, would ſkim light as air, 
"Til. age made him flacken his pace: 

Turn'd out of the pack, yet unwilling to yield, 
The remains of a mettleſome hound, 

At the huntſman's loud {houut, would hie to the field, 
And yelp to the muſica] found. 


Twas once when with hunting, our ſpeed *gan to lag, 
And ſportſmen with dogs were behind, 

That Towler like lightning few after the ſtag, 

And made him his prev, fleet as wind: 

But now blind and feeble, f viguur bereft, 
Scarce able to ſtray over the ground, 

No token remaining ot former ſtrength left, 
To follow the muſical ſound. 


Diſpenſing at laſt to poverty's food, 
He dropp'd with ol! age lean and poor, 
While huntſu en recount his worth, once ſo good, 
And many a virtue tell v'er ; 
No more the gay chace he awakes in the morn, 
Fur, ſtretching himſelt ou the grvurd, 
His ears tlamt'y heard the ech ing horn, 
And dy'd to the mulſical ſound, 


SONG. 
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THE GENROUS HEART WHERE FRIENDSHIP DWELLS, 


F gen'rous heart where friendſhip dwells, 
Starts at a thought that would offend ; 
Bu: with a quick ſentation feels 
A flight when «<tter'd by a friend: 
Friendſhip come, my ſorrows end, 
Ev'ry blefling 
Worth poſſeſſing, 
In thee is found, Oh! ſoothing friend, 


But, Oh! bow ſoon the happy pair, 
Their kindred fouls re-unite : 
When triendſhip ſooths each doubtful care 
Aang dark diſtruſt is put to flight: 
Friraſhi come, my ſorrows end, 
Ev'ry bleſſing 
Worth poſſeſſing 
In thee is ſound, Oh! ſoothing friend. 


Hence ye ven deluſive pleaſures, 
* Fancy's | rize no real gain; 
Friendſhip is a mine whole treaſures 
When they're found reward our pain: 
Friendſhip come, my ſorrows end, 
Ev'ry bleiling 
Worth poſſeſung 
In thee is found, Ok! ſoothing friend. 


SONG, 
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THE CHICKEN, 
Jung by Mr. Munden. 


OORES! that an old man can't keep a chicken, 
A ſnug tit bit for his own private picking, 
And means of redreſs no ſtatute allows: 
But a rake, like a ſly beaſt of prey, weill be watching, 
New miſchiefs inventing, new artifice hatching, 
Of his white leg:ed dainty the owner to chouſe: 
Are there no means. in his art to out-trick him, 
Traps and guns {hall be planted to nick him, 
On every floor and each ſtair of my houſe. 


3. 


AT RUDDY EVE, 


T ruddy eve, and roſy dawn, 
I rov'd the fields at leiſure, 
I danc'd at freedom on the lawn, 
And took my fill of plealure; 
I rambled through the buſhy wood, 
Where rills were gently flowing; 
Admir'd the roſe within the bud, 
And violets ſweetly blowing. 


K How 
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How ſweet to ſee, along the meads, 
The lads and Jafles playing; 

When ſpring entic'd them from their beds, 
And call'd them forth a maying : 

Some new vagary and delight, 
With eviiy day returning; 

And mirth and paſtime clos'd the night, 
And welcom'd in the morning. 


N 8. 


1 THE REQUEST, 


WEET peace, reftore my wonted reſt, 
No longer let me prove 
The pangs that rend the hapleſs breaſt, 
Of unrequited love: 
By thee protected, let me lie, 
And ſhun the ſcorn of beauty's eye, 


But ſhould, ye pow'rs, the ſweet, ſweet maid, 
My pains with pity view; 
And though my fighs too weakly plead, 
Lament a ſwain ſo true: 
Far greater torments bid me prove, 
Tul die adoring, die for love. 


— 


2 SONG. 
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THE TENDER VOW. 


H“ ſweetly fits the ſimpleſt phraſe, 
Unfeigned paſſion to diſcover ! 
Too weak, alas! my fondeſt lays, 
To ſhew how well, how true I love her 
As ſoon could | the glitt'ring ſtars, 
That midnight's ſable boſom cover, 
In order number, as declare, 
How well, now true, how dear I love her, 


Profeſſions trick'd in language high, 
The force of eloquence diſcover ; 
But nature's accents beſt imply, 
The meaning of a faithful lover. 
As ſoon could I, &c. 


Fierce vows, too often ſprung from art, 
Unfair deſigns may ſerve to cover, 

But deeds of kindneſs ſpeak the heart, 
And they ſhall ſhew how well I love her. 

As ſoon could I, &. 
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DOOM'D ALONE TO PINE AND LANGU!ISH, 


OVERS, when they meet return, 
Soft return to am'rous wilhes, 
Feel no more their boſoms burn, 
But diijvlve in melting bliſſes: 
But debarr'd the fair-one's tight, 
All is torment, all is anguith ; 
Far they ſtray from cheering light, 
Deom'd alone to pine and languiſh. 


Yet, before I bid adieu, 
O forgive each rude vexation, 
Which from fond endeavour grew, 
To reveal a faithful paſſion : 
Thus debarr'd my fair-one's fight, 
Left alone to pine and languiſh; 
Robb'd of thee, my ſtar ot light, 
All is Gaiknels, all is anguiſh. 


. 


Sung in Harveſi Home. 


WEET), O ſweet, the breeze of morning, 
kJ) Paſling o'er the new blown roſe; 
Where verdant bow'rs the meads adorning, 

Court ruſtic lovers to repoſe. 


The 
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The gay domain of gentle Flora, 
And all delights it can impart, 
Have not a ſweet like my Cleora, 

Deareſt flower of my heart, 


Sweet, O ſweet, the humming liquor, 
Mantling in the chryſtal glaſs, 

In which, with roſy gills, the vicar, 
Chuckling, toaſts his fav'rite laſs, 


Venus was a buxom huſſey, 
As Vulcan, Mars, and Jove, can tell; 
And yet, why may not goody Muzzy, 
When one's ſharp ſet, do full as well. 


Pity from her I love invoking, 
To plead my wiſhes do not fail — 
See, with love and thirſt I'm choaking ; 
Smile and hug his mug of ale. 


Thus while I'm to your heart appealing, 
Do not my tender ſuit deny ; 

Goody, I am tir'd with kneeling, 
Therefore, prithee now comply. 


SQ N66. 


THOUGH 1 AM HUMELE, 


HOUGH I 2m humble, mean, and poor, 


Yet, faith am I diſcerning ; 
And one may fee the ſunſhine, ſute, 
Without the help of larning ! 
K 3 


| 
| 
« 
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This little maxim for my ſake, 
I pray you be believing, 

The trueſt pleaſures that we take, 
Are thoſe that we are giving, 


Is there 3 wretch, with all his pelf, 
So poor as a rich miſer? 


Sure. does not he defraud himſelf? 


No maxim can be wiſer: 
He who is ſair for his own fake, 
Faith, is himſelf deceiving ; 


The trueſt pleaſures that we take 


Are thoſe that we are giving. 


Ss Q- N 6. 


THE LAST TIME I CAME O'FR THE MOOR, 


HE laſt time T came o'er the muir, 
left my love behind me; 

Ye pow'rs what pain do J endure, 

Then ſoft ide:s mind me: 

Soen as the ruddy morn diſplay'd, 
The beaming day enſuing, 

I met betimes my lovely maid 

In fit retreats for wooing, 


Beneath the cooling ſhade we lay, 
. Gazing and chaſtely ſporting, 
We kifs'd and promis'd time away, 


Till night ipread her black curtain: 
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I pitied all beneath the ſkies, | 


Ev'n kings when the was nigh me, 
In rapture I beheld her eyes, 
Which could but ill deny me. 


Should I be call'd where cannons roar, 
Where mortal ſteel may wound me; 
Or caſt upon ſome foreign ſhore, 
Where dangers may ſurround me; 
Yet hopes again to ſee my love, 
To feaſt on glowing kiſſes, 
Shall make my care at diſtance move, 
In proſpect of ſuch bliſſes. 


In all my ſoul there's not one place, 
Io let a rival enter; 
Since ſhe excels in ev'ry grace, 

In her my love ſhall center: 
Sooner the ſeas ſhall ceaſe to flow, . 
Their waves the Alps to cover; 
On Greenland's ice ſhall roſes grow, 

Before I ceaſe to love her. 


The next time I gang o'er the muir, 
She ſhall a lover find me; 

And that my faith is firm and pure, 
Tho' I left her behind me: 

Then Hymen's ſacred bonds ſhall chain 
My heart to her fair boſom ; 

There, while my being dogs remain, 
My love more freſh ſhall bloſſom- 


K 4 SONG. 


8. 
THE MAID THAT TEN DS THE GOATS, 


P amang yon cliffy rocks, 
Sweetly rings the rifing echo, 

To the maid that tends the goats, 
Lilting o'er her native notes: 
Hark! ſhe fings, young Sandy's kind, 
An he's promis'd ay to lo'e me, 
Here's a broch I ne'er {hall tin'd 
Till he's fairly marry'd to me: 
Drive away, ye drone, time, 
An' bring about our bridal day. 


Sandy herds a flock o' ſheep, 
Alten does he blaw the whiſtle, 

In a ſtrain ſae ſaſtly ſweet, 
Lammies, liſt'ning, dare na bleat 2 
He's as ficet's the mountain roe, 
Hardy as the Highland heather, 
Wading thro' the winter ſnow, 
Keeping ay his flock together, 

But a plaid, wi' bare hout hs, 

He braves the weakeſt norlin blaſt, 


Brawly he can dance and ſing, 
Canty glee, or Highland cronach ; 
Nane can ever match his fling, 
At a reel, or round a ring: 


Wightly 
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Wightly can he wield a rung, 

In a brawl he's ay the bangſter; 

A' his praiſe can ne'er be ſung 

By the langeſt winded ſangſter, 

Sangs that ſing o' Sandy 

Come ſhort, tho” they were e'er ſo lang. 


SUN © 


HIGHLAND MARCH, 


N the garb of old Gaul, and the fire of old Rome, 

1 From the heath cover'd mountains of Scotia we 
come ; | 

On thoſe mountains the Romans attempted to reign, 
But our anceſtors fought, and they fought not in vain; 
Tho' no city nor court of our garment approve, 
Twas preſented by Mars at a ſenate of Jove ; 
And, when Pallas obſerv'd at a ball *twould look odd, 
Mars receiv'd from his Venus a ſmile and a nod. 


No intemperate tables our ſinews unbrace, 
Nor french ſaith, nor french foppery our country dif- 
grace : | 
Still the hoarſe ſounding pipe breathes the true mar- 
tial ſtrain, 
And our hearts ſtill the true ſcottiſh valour retain: 
K5 "I was, 
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"Twas with anguiſh and woe that of late we beheld 
Rebel forces ruſh down trom the hills to the field; 
For our hearts are devoted to George and the laws, 
And we'll tight like true Britons in liberty's cauſe. 


But ſtill, at a diſtance from Britain's lov'd fhore, 

May her foes, in confuſion, her mercy implore; 
May her coaſt ne'er with foreign invaſion be ſpread, 
Nor deteſted rebellion again raiſe its head: 

May the fury of party and faction long ceaſe, 

May our councils be wiſe, and our commerce inereaſe; 
And in Scotia's cold climate, may each of us find, 
That our friends ſtill prove true, and our beauties 

prove kind, 
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HEY HO CHIVEY, HARK FORWARD, TANTIVY. 


Sung by Mr. hicledon, 


RIGHT chanticleer proclaims the dau n, 
And ſpangles deck the thorn, 

"The lowing herds now quit the lawny 
The lark fprings tom the corn: 

Dogs, hautſmen round the winduw thr-ng, 
Fleet Lowler leads the cry, 

Arile, tie buithen of thei: tong, 

1 his day a ſtag mult dic; 


With 
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With a hey ho chivey, 

Hark forward, tantivy, 

Hark forward, hark forward, hark forward, tantivy, 

Tantivy, hark forward, hark forward, tantivy, 

Ariſe, the burthen of their ſong, : 
This day a ſtag muſt die, 
This day a ſtag muſt die, 
This day a ſtag muſt die. 


The cordial takes its merry round, 
The laugh and joke prevail, 

The huntſman blows a jovial ſound, 
The dogs {nuff up the gale ; 

The upland winds they ſweep along, 
O'er fields, thro' brakes we fly, 

The game is rous'd, too true the ſong, 
This day a ſtag muſt die. 

With a hey ho chivey, &c. 


Poor ſtag the dogs thy haunches gore, 
The tears run down thy face; 

The huntſman's pleaſures are no more, 
His joys were in the chace : 

Alike the ſportſmen of the town, 
The virgin game in view,, 

Are full content to run them down, 
Then they in turn purſue. 

With a hey bo chivey, &c. 


„ 30 NG. 
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8. 


ON EV'RY TREE, 


N ev'ry tree, in ev'ry plain, 

[ trace the jovial {pring in vain ; 
A ſickly langour veiis mine eves, 
And faſt my waning vigour flies. 


Nor flowery plain, nor buding tree, 
That {mile on cthers, ſmile on me; 
Mine eyes from &cath ſhall court repoſe, 
Nor thed a tear before they cloſe. 


What bliſs to me can ſeafons bring, 
Or what the needleſs pride of ſpring ? 
The cyprels bough, that ſuits the bier, 
Retains its verdure all the year, 


Tis true, my vane, fo ſreſh and fair, 
Might claim awhile my wonted care; 
My rural ſtore ſome pleafure yield, 

So white a Hock, fo green a field, 


My friends that each in kindneſs vie, 
Might well expect one parting ſigh, 
Might well demand one tender tear; 
For when was Dainon inlincere? 


But ere I aſk once more to view 

Yon ſetting fun his race renew, 

Inform me, ſwains, my friends, declare, 
Will pitying Delia j in the pray't. 
SONG. 
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YE GENTLE NYMPHS, 


E gentle nymphs and gen'rous dames, 
That rule o'er ev'ry Britiſh mind, 
Be ſure ve ſooth their am'rous fla mes, 
Be ſure your laws are not unkind, 


For hard it is to wear their bloom 
In unremiting ſighs away, 

To mourn the night's oppreſſive gloom, 
And faintly bleſs the riſing day. 


And cruel 'twere a free born ſwain, 
A Britiſh youth thould vainly moan, 
Who ſcorntul of a tyrant's chain, 
Submits to yours, and yours alone, 


Nor pointed ſpear, nor links of ſteel, 
Could &er thoſe gallant minds ſubdue, 

Who beauty's wounds with pleaſure ſeel, 
And boaſt the fetters wrought by you, 


SONG, 


| 
| 
| 
| 
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THE FATAL HOURS, 


HE fata! hours are wond'rous near, 
That from theſe fountains bear my dear; 

A little ſpace is giv'n, in vain, 
She robs my ſight, and ſhuns the plain. 


A little ſpace for me to prove 

My boundleſs flame, my endleſs love, 
And, like the train of vulgar hours, 
Invidious time that ſpace devours. 


Near yonder beech is Delia's way, 

On that I gaze the live long day; 
No eaſtern monarch's dazzling pride, 
Should draw my longing eyes aſide. 


The chief that knows of ſuccours nigh, 
And ſees his mangled legions die, 
Caſts not a more impatient glance, 
To ſee the loit'ring aids advance. 


Not more the ſchool boy, that expires 
Far from his native home, requires 
To fee ſome friend's familiar face, 
Or meet a parent's laſt ciubrace. 
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She comes—but ah! what crowds of beaus 
In radiant bands my fair encloſe? 

Oh! better hadit thou ſhunn'd the green, 
Ch! Delia, better far unſeen, 


* 


Methinks, by all my tender fears, 

By all my lighs, by all my tears, 

I might from torture now be free— 
Tis more thau death to pait from thee. 


K 


THE YOUNG NUN. 


ES, theſe are the ſcenes, where, with Iris I tray'd, 
But ſhort was her ſway for ſo lovely a maid! 
In the bloom of her youth to a cloiſter ſhe run, 
In the bloom of her graces too fair for a nun ! 
Ill grounded, no doubt, a devotion mult prove, 
So fatal to beauty, ſo killing to love. 


Yes, theſe are the meadows, the ſhrubs, and the plains, 
Once the ſcene of my pleatures, the ſcene of my pains; 
How many ſoit moments I ſpend in this grove, 

How fair was my nymph, and how fervent my love! 
Be till tho' my heart, thine emotion give o'er, 
Kemember the ſeaſon of love is no more. 


With 
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With her how I ftray'd amid fountains and bow'rs, 

Or loiter'd behind and collected the flow'rs ! 

Then breathleſs with ardour my fair one purſu'd, 
And to think with what kindneſs my garland ſhe view'd 
But be ſtill, my fond heart, this emotion give o'er, 
Fain would thou forget thou muſt love her no more. 


i av 
THE HALCWON. 


HY o'er the verdant banks of ooze 
Does yonder halcyon ſpeed ſo faſt ? 
"Tis all becauſe ſhe would not loſe 
Her fav'rite calm that will not laſt. 


The fun with azure paints the ſkies, 

The ſtream reflects each flow'ry ſpray, 
And, frugal of her time, ſhe flies 

To take her fill of love aud play. 


See her, when rugged Boreas blows, 
Warm in ſome rocky cell remain; 

To ſeek for pleaſure, well ſhe knows, 
Would only then enhance the pain. 


Deſcend, ſhe cries, thou hated ſhou'r, 
Deform my limpid waves to-day, 
For I have chole a fairer hour, 


To take my All of love and play, 
Yong 
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You, too, my Sylvia, ſure will own, | 
| 

| 

| 

| 


Life's azure ſeaſons ſwiſtly roll, 
And when our youth or health is flown, 
To think of love but ſhocks the ſoul. 


Could Damon but deſerve thy charms, 
As thou art Damon's only theme, 
He'd fly as quick t) Delia's ar:ivs 
As yonder halcyon ſkins the ſtream, 
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ECHO AND HORN, 


Ha hark from the woodlands, the loud ſwelling 


horn, 
Invites to the ſports of the chace, 
How ruddy, how bright, aud how cheerful the morn, 
How healthy and blooming each face: 
To the grove with Diana ['ll haſten away, 
Nor lole the delights of the morn, 
The hounds are all out, hark, hark forward, away, 
While echo replies to the horn. 


Gay health ſtill attends thro' the ſports of the field, 
O'er mountain and valley we go; 

The joy of the chace health and pleaſure can yield, 
No wiſhes beyond it we know: 


To the grove, &c, 


Our | 
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Our innocent paſti mes each virgin may ſhare, 


And the cenſure of envy defy, 


While Cupid, ſoon follow'd by grief and deſpair, 
The bleſſing of youth would deſtroy, 
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FAIR KATE OF WEYMOUTH, 


AIR Kate of W-ymouth lov'd a tar, 


Ben Surf, as kind a ſoul 
As ever brav'd the hotteſt war, 
Or ſlung the flowing bowl : 


Yet oft' he'd heave a lich, ſince fate, 


Had borne him far from lovely Kate, 


For Ben in vain had often ſtrove, 
(Would parents but agree) 

To wed fair Kate, bis only love, 
Ere that he went to ſea: 

But, ah! in vain, fond hope was o'er, 

He ſigh'd, then left his native thore, 


One night, as the mid-watch he kept, 
A looſe to love he gave; 

For while his ſhipmates carelefs ſlept, 
Plung'd in a wat'ry grave; 


The conflict's o'er, ſweet Kate, he cry'd, 


Then ſunk in peace, alas! and dy'd, 


Thus 
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Thus hope is like the ſummer gale, 
That's tranſient as the wind, 

Which reefs too ſoon ſweet pleaſure's ſail, 
'Ere the wilh'd port it finds ; 

The tidings to fair Kate was brought, 

Whoſe boſom was with anguiſh fraught, 


And is my love no more, ſhe cry'd, 
Then peace adieu, farewell; 

This heart to his was er allied, 
And ſtill it ſhall be true; 

I feel my ſpirit wing its flight, 

She ſpoke, and ſunk in endleis night. 


S O N 6.7 
THE EVE HER SILVER YVESTMENT WORE, 


HE eve her filver veſtment wore, 
And clos'd the ſultry day, 
The cottagers their toil gave o'er, 
And homeward bent their way; 
Sive one poor maid, who, all forlorn, 
The tear of ſorrow ſhed, 
Meek as the primroſe 'neath the thorn, 
T hat rears its modeſt head, 


"Twas lovely Marian that ſigh'd, 
And mourn'd her ſorrows free ; 
vince fate young Sandy's love deny'd, 
And ſent him far to ſea ; 


Wide 
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Wide o'er the billows doom'd to roam, 
He fled her longing arms, 

And leſt his ſriends and native home, 

| To brave rude war's alarms, 


= Now three long months were gone and o'er, 
When, ah ! one fatal day, 

As muſing at her cottage door, 
A f>ilor bent his way: 

Twas Sandy's friend, who ſought the fair, 
Sad tidings to relate; 

For grief of heart, join'd with deſpair, 
Had clos'd bis hapleſs fate, 


Yet, 'ere he dy'd her bliſs he plann'd, 
For ail his little wealth; 

He fondly left, with laviſh hand, 
To Marian herſelf : 

But what avail'd the golden ſtore, 
Sweet peace her boſom tled ; 

He's zone, the cry'd, for evermore, 


Then ſighing join'd the dead. 
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THE ELACKBIRD'S SWEET WHISTLE, 


OULD ye know true enjoyment, come liſt to 
my lay, 

Where health and contentment are ſeen, - 

View the mower that riſes at dawn of the day, 

And t1ips o'er the mantle of green: 


Ta 
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To the lark's early ſong, 
See, he trudges along, 
O' er many a briar and thiſtle: 
Then all cheerful and blithe, 
As he oft' whets his ſcythe, 
He'll ſing to the blackbird's ſweet whiſtle, 


For ſay, what is riches compared to health, 
Or greatneſs to ſweet peace of mind? 
The one may add pleaſure, the other add wealth, 
But no real bliſs in either we find, 
Like that, when the ſong 
Of the lark, calls along 
O'er many a briar and thiſtle; 
The briſk mower ſo blithe, 
Who does oft whet his ſcythe, 
And ſings to the blackbird's lweet wniſtle. 


How ſweet does a ſmile from the cot of content 
Cheer the peaſant, when labour is o'er! 
Who ne'er once repines for what heaven's ſent, 

But gratefully bleſſes its ſtore: 
The lark's cheerful ſong 
Still calls him along 
O'er many a briar and thiſtle; 
Then all cheerful and blithe, 
He again whets hi: ſ{cythe, 
And fings to the blackbird's ſweet whiſtle, 


SONG. 
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SPRING WATER CRESSES, 
Sung by Miſs Wing field. 


W's hoary froſt hung on each thorn, 
'Ere night had well withdrawn her gloom, 
Poor Phebe went ore wint'ry morn, 
From Colnbrook down to Langley-Broom ; 
When from the brake, or from the rill, 
Half clad, and with neglected treſſes. 
Her ruſhy baſkets try'd to fill 
With freſh and green ſpring Water Creſſes. 


Let many a cheerful ſtrain ſhe'd ſing 
While wading thro' the chilling ſtream, 
Her thoughtleſs ſpirits were a-wing, 
With love, or with ſome jocund theme: 
Then with her humble merchandize, 
In hopes to conquer her diſtreſles, 
Away to London next ſhe hies, 
And cries her young ſpring Water Creſſes. 


Thro' many an alley, lane, or ſtreet, 
'Ere luxury had leit her bed, 

You're ſure poor Phzbe next to meet, 
Trying to get her daily bread : 

The wiad and rain ſhe oft' defies, 
Whene'er her purſe ſome mite poſſeſſes, 

With cheerful voice ſhe daily cries, 

Come buy my young ſpring Water Creſſes. 


SONG» 
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THE SWEET LITTLE RL THAT 1 LOVE, 
Sung at Vauxhall, 


Y friends all declare that my time is miſpent, 
While in rural retirement I rove; 
] aſk no more wealth than dame fortune has ſent, 
But the ſweet little girl that I love: 
The roſe on her cheek's my delight, 
She's ſoft as the down on the dove, 
No lily was ever ſo white, 
As the ſweet little girl that T love. 


Tho' humble my cot, calm content gilds the ſcene, 
For my fair one delights in my grove, 

And a palace I'd quit for a dance on the green, 
With the ſweet little girl that I love, 

The role on her cheek, &c, 


No ambition I know but to caii her my own, 
No fame but her praiſe wiſh to prove, 
My happineſs center's in Mary alone, 

She's the ſweet little girl that I love, 
The roſe on ber cheek, &c, 


— — 
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LUBIN'S RURAL COT, 


Sung at Vauxhall, 


ETURNING home acroſs the plain, 
From market, t'other day, 
A ſudden ſtorm of wind and rain 
O'ertook me by the way: 
With ſpeed I tript it o'er the ground, 
To find ſome kinder ſpot, 
And from the ſtorm a ſhelter found, 
In Lubin's rural cut, 


The ſwa in had long conſeſs'd a flame, 
Bit modeſtly concea!'d, 

Nor till thoſe fav'ring moments came, 
His pathon e'er reveal'd : 

Will you conlent, ſweet maid, cry'd he, 
To {hare my humble lot ? 

Return my love, and miſti eſs be, 
Of Lublu's rural cot. 
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He ſpoke fo fair it pleas'd my mind, 
h, bluſhing, anſwer'd yes; 

He ſwore he weuid be true and kind, 
And teal'd it with a kits; 

Next day the wedding ring was bought, 
] 511 my tears forgot, 

And bleſt the day 1 thelter fought, 


In Lubin's rural cot, 
4 SONG. 
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THE FORSAKEN SHEPHERD, 


ESPAIRING beſide a clear ſtream, 
A ſhepherd forſaken was laid ; 

And, while a falſe nymph was his theme, 

A willow ſupported his head : 
The wind that blew over the plain, 

To his ſighs with a ſigh did reply; 
And the brook, in return to his pain, 

Ran mournſully murmuring by. 


Alas! filly ſwain that I was; 
(Thus ſadly complaining hecry'd) 
When frſ I beheld that fair face, | 
'T were better by far that I had dy'd: 
She talk'd, and I bleſs'd her dear tongue; 


When ſhe ſmil'd, it was pleaſure too great; 


I liſten'd, and cry'd, when the ſung, 
Was nightingale ever ſo ſweet. 


How fooliſh was I to believe 

She could doat on fo lowly a clown, 
Or that her fond heart would not grieve 

To forſake the fine folk of the town: 
To think that a beauty to gay, 

$o kind and ſo conſtant would prove; 
Or go clad like our maidens in grey, 


Orlive in a cottage on love. 
L 


That : 
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What though I have ſkill to complain, 
Tho' the muſes my temples have crown's ; 
What th, when they hear my ſoft ſtrains, 
The virgins tit weeping around; 
Ah! Colin, thy hopes are in vain, 
Thy pipe and thy laurel reſign, 
Thy fair-one inclines to a ſwain. 
Whole muſic is tweeter than thine. 


All you, my companions fo dear, 
Who ſorrow to fee me betray'd, 
Whatever | ſuffer, ferbear, 

Forbear to accuſe the falſe maid : 
Tho' thro” the wide world 1 thould range, 
"Tis in vain from my fortune to fly; 
"Twas her's to be falſe and to change, 

Tis mine to be conſtant—and dic, 


If. while mv hard fate I ſuſtain, 
In her breaſt any pity is tound ; 
Let her come with the nymphs ot the plain, 
And ſee me laid low in the ground: 
The laſt humble boon that I crave, 
Is to ſhade me with cypreſs and yew ; 
And when ſhe looks down on my grave, 


— 


Let her own that her ſhepherd was true. 


Then to her new love let her go, 
And deck her in golden array; 

Be fineſt at ev'ry fine ſhow, 

: And trolic it all the long day: 


While 
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Whi'e Colin, forgotten and gone, 
No more {hall be talk'd of or ſeen, 
Unleſs, when, beneath the pale moon, 


His ghoſt ſhall glide over the green. 


3. 


HEICHoO. 


HAT NMay- day of life is for pleaſure, 
For ſinging, for dancing, and ſhew ; 
Then why will you waſte ſuch a treaſure, 
In fighing, and crying, heigho. 


Let's copy the bird in the meadows, 

By her's tune your pipe when 'tis low; 
Fly round, and coquet as ſhe does, 

And never {it crying, heigho. 


Though when in the arms of a lover, 
It lometimes may happen, I know, 

That, ere all our toying is oyer, 
We cannot help crying, heigho, 


In age ev'ry one a new part takes, 
I find to my ſorrow tis ſo; 

When old you may cry till your heart aches, 
But no one will mi ind vou—heigho. 


— — 


12 
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Hark! HARK! THE SHRILL HORN, 


ARK hark! the ſhrill horn calls the ſportſmen 
abroad, 
To horſe, my brave boys, and away; 
The morning is up, and the cry of the hounds 
Upbraids c our too tedious delay : 
What pleaſure we feel in purſuing the fox, 
O'er hill and o'er valley he flies; 
Then follow, we'll ſoon overtake him, huzza, 
The traitor is ſeiz'd on and dies. 


Triumphant returning at night with the ſpoil, 
Like Bacchanals ſhouting and gay; 

How ſweet with a bottle and glaſs to reſreſh, 
And loſe the fatigues of the day: 

With ſport, love, and wine, fickle fortune define, 
Dull wiſdom all happineſs ſours; 

Since life is no more than a paſſage at beſt, 
Let's ſtrew the way over with flow'rs, 


SONG. 
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HONEST JACK. 


| OW happy is che ſailor's liſe, 
From coaſt to coaſt to roam; 
In every port he finds a wife, 
In ev'ry land a home: 
He loves to range, 
He's no where ſtrange, 
He ne'er will turn his back, 
To friend or foe, 
No, maſters, no, 


My life for honeſt Jack. 


If ſaucy foes dare make a noiſe, 
And to the {word appeal; 
We out, and quickly learn 'em, boys, 
With whom they have to deal: 
We know no craft, 
But 'fore and aft, 
Lay on our ſtrokes amain ; 
Then if they're ſtout, 
For t'other bout, 
We drub cem o'er again. 


Or fair or foul let fortune blow, 
Our hearts are never dull, 
The pocket that to-day ebbs low, 

To-morrow may be full: 


L.3 For 
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For if ſo be, 

We want, d've ſee, 
A pluck of this here ſtuff, 

We'll out again, 

And thus obtain, 
Of ſhiners quite enough. 


Then bleſs the King, and bleſs the Rate, 
And bleſs our C: ptains a.l; 
And ne'er may chance unfortunate, 
The Britiſh fleet bef:l : 
But proſperous gales, 
Whete'er the fails; 
And ever may the ride, 
Of ſea and ſhore, 
Till time's no more, 
The terror and the pride. 


a + ly 


AUSPICIQUS SPIRITS, 


USPICIOUS ſpirits guard my love, 
A In time of danger near him bide; 
With out ſpread wings around him move, 

And turn each random ball aſide: 
And you his foes, though hearts of ſteel, 
Oh! may you then with me accord ; 

A ſympathetic paſſion feel, 
Behold his face, and drop the ſword, 


Ye 
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Ye winds your bluſt'ring fury leave; 
Like airs that o'er the garden {weep, 
Breathe ſoft in ſighs, and gently heave 
The calm tmooth boſom of the deep: 
"Till Hacyon peace return'd, once more, 
From blaſts ſecure, and hoſtile harms, 
My ſailor views his native ſhore, 
And harbours tafe in theſe fond aras. 


E 6 
ETRICK'S BANKS, 


N Etrick's banks ae ſummer's night, 


At glooming when the ſheep drave hame, 
I met my laſſie braw and tight, 
Came wading bareſoot a' ber lane: 
My heart grew light, I ran, I flang 
My arms about her lily neck, 


And kiſs'd and kept her there iu lang, 
My words they were na mony ſeck. 


I ſaid, my laſſie, will ye go 
To the Higbland hills, the Earſe to learn, 
Il baith gi'e thee a cow and ew, 
When we come to the brig of Earn : 
At Leith auld meal comes in, ne'er ſaſh, 
Ana herring at the Bromielaw ; 
Cheer up your heart, my bounie laſs, 
There's gear to win we never ſaw. 
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All day when we have wrought eneugh, 
When winter, froſt and ſnaw begin, 
Soon as th ſun gaes weſt the loch, 
At niglit when ye kt down to ſpin, 
Pl ſcrew my pipes and play a ſpring : 
And thus the weary night we'll end, 
Till the tender kid and lamb time bring, 
Our pleaſant ſummer back again, 


Syne when the trees are in their bloom, 
And gowans glent v'er ilka field, 
Fil meet my laſs amang the broom, 
And lead you to my ſummer ſhield: 
Then far ſrae a' their ſcornſu' din, 
That make the kindly hearts their ſport, 
We'll laugh and kiſs, and dance and ſing, 
And gar the langeſt day ſeein ſhort, 
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WHAT CARE I HOW FAIR SHE BE, 


HALL I. waſting in deſpair, 
8 Die becauſe a woman's fair? 
Shall my checks look pale with care, 
*Cauſe another's roſy are? 
Be ſhe fairer than the day, 
Or the flowery meads in May, 
Yet, if ſhe think not well of me, 
What care I how fair ſhe be? 


Shall 


15 
* 
z 


( 225 ) 


Shall a woman's goodneſs move 

Me to periſh jor her love? — 
Or, her worthy merits known, 

Make me quite forget my own r 

Be ſhe with that goodneſs bleſt, 

As may merit name the beſt; 

Yet if ſhe be not ſuch to me, 

What care ] how good ſhe be ? 


Be ſhe good, or kind, or fair, 
Iwill never more deſpair ; 

If ſhe love me, this believe, 

I will die 'ere lhe ſhall grieve: 
If ihe light me when I woo, 
Iwill ſcorn and let her go, 

So it the be not fit for me, 
What care I for whom ſhe be? 


. 
THE YELLOW HAilk'D LADDIE, 


N April, when primroſes paint the ſweet plain, 
And ſummer approaching rejoiceth the ſwain, 
The yellow hair'd laddie would oftentimes go, 
To wilds and deep glens where the hawthorn trees grow. 


There, under the ſhade of a ſacred old thorn, 

With freedom he ſung his loves evening and morn, 
He ſang with ſo ſoft and enchanting a ſound, 
That ſylvans and fairies unſeen danc'd around. 
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The ſhepherd thus ſuns, — tho' young Maddie be fair, 
Her beauty i is daſh'd with a ſcornful proud air: 

But Suſie was handſome, and ſweetly could fing, 

Her breath, like the breezes, perfum'd in the ſpring. 


That Maddie, in all the gay bloom cf her youth, 
Like the moon was inconſtant, and never ſpoke truth : 
But Suſie was faithful, good humour'd, and free, 
Andſair as the goddels that ſprung f: on the (ea. 


That mamma's fine daughter, with all her great dow' E 


Was aukwardly airy, and frequently ſour 


"Then, lighing. he wilh' d, would Trents as ree 


Coy 
The witty, ſweet Suſan, his wer" ae might be, 
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BY THE GAILY CIRCLING GLASS. 


Y the gaily circling glaſs, 
We can ſee how minutes paſs ; 


= By the hollow caſk we're told, 


How. the waning night grows old : 
Soon, too ſoon, the buſy day 

Drives us from our ſport away; 
What have we with day to do? 


Sons of care twas made for you. 
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By the ſilence of the owl, 

By the chirping on the thorn, 
By the butts that empty roll, 

We foretel the approach of morn : 
Fill, then, fili the vacant glaſs, 

Let no precious moment thp; 
Flout the moralizing ats, 

Joy finds entrance at the lip. 


S8 ON 6. 


BUSH ABOON TRAQUAIR, 


EAR me, ye nymphs, and ev'ry ſwain, 
I'll tell how Peggy grieves me; 
Tho' thus I languith and complain, 
Alas! ſhe ne'er believes me: 
My vows and ſighs, like falent air, 
Unheeded never move her; 
The bonny butlh aboon traquair, 
Was where I firſt did love her. 


That day ſhe ſmil'd and made glad, 
No maid ſeem'd ever kinder; 

I thought myſelf the luckieſt lad 
So ſweetly there to find her: 

I try'd to ſooth my am'rous flame, 
In words that I thought tender ; 

If more there paſs'd I'm not to blame, 
I meant not to offend her. 
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Yet now ſhe ſcornſul flees the plain, 
The fields were then frequented; 

If e'er we meet ſhe ſhows diſdain, 

She looks as ne'er acquainted : 

| The bonny buſh bloom'd fair in May; 
Its ſweets I'll ay remember: 

But now her frowns make it decay, 
It fades as in December, 


Ye rural pow'rs, who hear my ſtrains, 
Why thus ſhuuld Peggy grieve me ? 

Oh! make her partner in my pains, 
And let her ſmiles relieve me: 

If not, my love will turn deſpair, 
My k paſſion no more tender, 

T'1l leave the buſh aboon traquair, 
To lonely wilds I wander. 


. 


THE PIAES OF BALLEN DEAN. 


ENEATH a green ſhade a lovely young ſwain, 
One ev ning reclin'd to diſcover his pain: 
So ſad, yet ſo ſweetly, he warbled his woe, 
The wind ceas'd to breathe, and the fountains to flow; 
Rude winds with-compaſhon could hear him complain, 
Yet Chloe leſs gentle was deaf to his ſtrain, 
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How happy, he cry'd, my moments once flew, 
Ere Chloe's bright charms firſt Aaſh'd on my view! 

Theſe eyes, then with pleaſure, the dawn could ſurvey, 

Nor ſmil'd the fair morning more chearful than they; 

Now ſcenes of diſtreſs pleaſe only my light, 

I ficken in pleaſure, and languiſh in light. 


Thro' changes, in vain, relief I purſue, 

All, all but conſpire my griefs ro renew; 

From ſunſhine to zephyrs and ſhades we'll repair ; 
To ſunſhine we fly from too piercing an air? M 
But love's ardent fever buras always the ſame, 

No winter can cool it, no ſummer inflame. 


But, ſee, the pale moon, all clouded, retires; 

The breezes grow cool, not Strephon's defires ! 

I fly from the dangers of tempeſt and wind; 

Yet nouriſh the madneſs that preys on my mind: 
Ah! wretch, how can life be worthy thy care, 

Since length'ning its moments but lengthens deſpair, 
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WHEN RURAL LADS AND LASSES GAY. 


WR. rural lads and laſſes gay 
Proclaim'd the birth of roſy May, 


When round the maypole, on the green, 
The ruſtic dancers all were ſeen: 
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"Twas there young Jenny met my view, / 
Her like before I never knew : 

She ſung ſo ſweet, and danc'd ſo gay, 

Alas! ſhe danc'a my heart away. 


At eve when cakes and ale went round, 
I plac'd me next her on the ground : 
With harmleſs mirth and pleaſing jeſt, 
She ſhone more bright than all the reſt; 
T talk'd of love and preſsd her hand, 
Ah!who could {ich a nymph withſtand? 
Well pleas'd ſhe hear! what I could lay, 
Alas, ſhe lur'a my heart away, 


She ſung ſo {weet, &c. 


She often heav'd + tender Hoh, 

While rapture {p2: kled in her eve; 

So winning was her face and air, 

It might the coldeſt heart injnare; 

But when I 2ik'd her ior my bride, . 
And, bluſhing, the to w-4 comp!y'd, 

What youth on carth © uld fav her nay, 

Whoſe charms micht ſteal au hearts away. 

She ſung ſo tweet, &c. 


S O N G. 


AMYNTA, 


Y ſheep I've forſaken and left my ſheep- hook, 
A:tda.lthegiy haunts of my youth I've forſook; 
No more tor Amynta freſh garlznds I wove, 
For ambition, I ſaid, would toon cure me of love: 


O. 


Wo 


O what had my youth with ambition to do, 
Why left I Aminta? why broke I my vow? 


O give me my ſheep, and my ſheephook reſtore, 
And i'll wander from love and Amynta no more, 


Thro' regions remote in vain do I rove, 
And bid the wide ocean ſecure me of love; 
O fool to imagine that aught can ſubdue 
A love ſo well founded, a paſſion ſo true. 


O what had my youth, &c, 


Alas 'tis too late at my fate to repine, 

Poor ſhepherd, Amynta no more can be thine; 
Thy tears are all fruitlefs, thy withes are vain, 
The moments neglected return not again, 


© what had my youth, &c. 


:$:0-N" 6: 
BEAUTY. | 


HAT is beauty but a flow'r, 


roſe that bloſſoms for an hour; 
Cheriſh'd by the tears f ſpring, 
Fann d by ev'ry zephyr's wing: 
ee how ſoon its colour flies, 
Bluihing trembles, droops, and dies: 
Age will come with wint'ry face, 
Ev'ry tranſient joy to chaſe, 


Friendſhip's 
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Friendſhip's but an empty name, 
Glitt'ring like a vap'riſh flame; 

Youth flies faſt and ſoon decays, 

Blifs is loſt while time delays: 

Deck, O, deck, your couch with flow'rs, 
Laugh away the ſportive hours; 

Then ſince life's a fleeting day, 

Ah! enjoy it while you may. 


» 0 N 8. 


THE SOLDIER'S GRAVE, 


F all ſenſations pity brines, 
To proudly ſwell the ample heart, 

From which the willing ſorrow ſprings, 

In others griefs that bears a part: 
Of all fad ſympathy's delight, 

The manly dignity of grief ; 
A joy in mourning that excites, 

And gives the anxious mind relief: 
Of theſe would you the ſeeling know, 

Moſt gen'rous, noble, greatly brave, 
That ever taught a heart to glow, 

Tis the tear that bedews a ſoldier's grave. 


For hard and painful is his lot, 

Let dangers come, he braves them all; 
Valiant perhaps to be forgot, 

Or undiſtinguiſh'd doom'd to fall: 


Yet 
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Yet wrapp'd in conſcious worth ſecure, 
The world that now forgets his toil, 
He views from a retreat obſcure, 
And quits it with a willing ſmile: 
Then traveller one kind drop beſtow, 
Twere graceful pity, nobly brave; 
Nought ever bid the heart to glow 
Like the tear that bedews a ſoldier's grave, 


S O N G. 


DAVY JONES'S LOCKER, 


A SEQUEL ro POCR JACK, 


HEN laſt honeſt Jack, of whoſe fate I now ſing, 
 Weigh'd anchor and caſt out for ſea ; 

For he never refus'd for his Country and King 
To fight, for no lubber was he: 

To hand, reef, and ſteer, and bouſe ev'ry thing tight, 
Full well did he know ev'ry iuch ; 

Tho' the toplifts of ſailors the tenipeſt ſhould ſmite, 
Jack never was known for to flinch. 


Aloſt from the maſt head one day he eſpied 
Seven fail which appear'd to his view, 
Clear the deck, ſpunge the guns, was inſtantly cry'd, 
And each to his ſtation then flew; 
And 
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And fought until many a noble was ſlain, 
And nlenc'd was every gun: 

"T'was then that old Engliſh valour was vain, 
For by numbers, alas! they're undone. 


Yet think not, bold Jack, tho“ by conqueſt diſmay'd 
Could tamelv ſubmit to his fate: 

When his country he found he no longer could ſerve, 
Looking round he addteſs'd thus esch mate; 

What's lil, d'ye ſee, when our liberty's ge, 
Much nobler it were for to die: 

So now tor id Davy — then p.unz'd in the main, 
Een the chetub above heuv'd a {igh, 


N 6. 


BEN BACKSTAY, 

EN BACESTAY lov'd the gentle Anna, 
Conſtant as purity was ſhe ; 
Her honey words like ſucc'ting manna, 

Cheer'd him each voyace he made to ſea: 
One fatal morning ſaw them parting, 

While each the vther's forruws dried; 
They, by the tear that then was ſtarting, 

Vew'd to be conſtant till they dy'd, 


At diſtance from his Anna's beauty, 
While roaring winds the ſeas deform, 

Ben ings, and well perfurms his duty, 

And braves for love the frightſul ſtorm: 


Alas! 


„ 


Alas! in vain—the veſſel batter'd, 
On a rock ſpliting open'd wide; 
While lacerated, torn, and ſhatter'd, 
Ben thought of Anna, ſigh'd, and dy'd, 


The ſemblance of each lovely feature, 
That Ben had worn around his neck, | 

Where art {04 ſuſtitute for nature, 
A tar, his friend, ſav'd from the wreck ; 

In fervent hope while Anna burning, 
Bluſh'd as the viſh'd to be a bride ; 

The portrait came, joy turn'd to mourning, 
She ſaw, grew pale, ſunk down, and died, 


S O N 8. 


THE LASS OF HUMBER-SIDE, 


N lonely cot, by Humber-fide, 
fit and mourn my hours away: 
For conſtant Will was Peggy's pride, 
And now he fleeps in Iceland bay: 
Still as the ſhips paſs too and fro, 
I fondly liſt to yo ya yo. 


Six months on Greenland's icy coaſt, 
Where half the year is dreary night, 

He toil'd for me, and oft* would boaſt 
That Peggy was his ſole delight: 

Still as the ihips paſs to and fro, 

I fondly liſt to yo ya yo. 


Ah! 
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Ah! woe is me, I often cry, 

As thro' the broken panes I peep; 
And as the diſtant fails I ſpy, 

I think. of deareſt Will and weep: 
Still as the ſhips paſs to and fro, 
I fondly liſt to yo ya yo. 


If loud and ſwelling ſtorms I hear, 
As on my loneſome bed [ lay'd, 
All night alone for Will I fear'd, 
All night for Will alone I pray'd 
Still as the {hips paſs to and fro, 
1 fondly liſt to yo ya yo. 


The bride knot whick my love did wear, 
Looſe hung a pendant o'er my door, 
And when it told the wind was fair, 
I fancy'd ſoon he'd be on ſhore: 
Still as the ſhips paſs to and fro, 
I fondly liſt to yo ya yo. 


At length the very ſhip I ſpy'd, 
In which my conſtant Will had fail'd, 
With haſte I ran to Humber-fite, | 
And loud and oft” the ſailors hail'd ; 
The deck they travers'd to and fro, 
Aud anſwer'd nought but yo ya yo. 


The boatſwain, now, full near the ſhore, 
I aſk for Will—he {ook his head: 
I fear, ſaid I, be is no more 
His anſwer was, Poor Will is dead" 
Ah! me, I fell, opprefs'd with woe, 
And heard no more their yo ya yo, 


SONG. 
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ROSLIN CATLE. 


3 WAS at that ſeaſon of the year, 
When all things gay and ſweet appear, 
That Colin, with the morning ray, 
Aroſe and ſung his rural ay: 
Of Nanny's charms the ſhepherd ſung, 
The hills and dales with Nanny rung, 
While Roſlin Caſtle heard the ſwain, 
And echoed back the cheerful ſtrain, 


Awake, ſweet muſe, the breathing ſpring 
With rapture warms, awake and {ing ; 
Awake and join the vocal throng, 

Who hail the morning with a fong : 

To Nanny raiſe the cheerful lay, 

O bid her haſte and come away; 

In ſweeteſt ſmiles herſelf adorn, 

And add new graces to the morn, 


O hark! my love, on every ſpray 
Each feather'd warbler tunes his lay ; 
*Tis beauty fires the raviſh'd ſong, 
And love inſpires the melting ſong : 
Then let my raptur'd notes ariſe, 
For beauty darts from Nanny's eyes, 
And love my riſing boſom warms, 
And fills my ſoul with ſweet alarms. 


＋ͤ— — CU ů — 


_  ——— —— . CR e 


of I 


O come, my love, thy Colin's lay, 

With rapture calls, O come away ! 

Come while the muſe this wreath ſhall twine 
Around the modeſt brow of thine: 

O hither haſte, and with thee bring 

That beauty blooming like the ſpring ; 
Thoſe graces that divinely ſhine, 

And charm'd this raviſh'd breaſt of mine. 


S. 0 N68. 


THE BRAES OF YARROW, 


HE ſun juſt glancing through the trees, 
Gave light ard joy to ilk grove, 
Aud pleainrc in each ſouthern breeze 
Awoken'd hope and flumber! g love; 
When lenny ſung w!* hearty 9-2, 
Zo charm her winlon;e narr2Wy 
M banny 1:ddie gar z wil ine, 
Well o'er the braes oi YarTruws 


Young Sandy was the bi theſt ſwains 
That ever pir'd on benny brae; 
Nae lais cou'd ken him irze frac pain, 
Sar: graceful, kind, ſac fair and gay: 
And Jenny ſung, &c. 


He 
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He kiſs'd and lov'd the the bonny maid, 
Her ſparkling e'en kad won his heart, 
No laſs the youth had cer betray'd ; 
No tear had ſhe, the lad no art; 
And Jenny ſung, &c, 


8s 0 N 8. 


SHE ROSE AND LET ME IN. 


HE night her filent ſable wore, 
And gloomy were the ſkies; 
Of glitt'ring ſtars appear'd no more 
Than thoſe in Nelly's eyes: 
When to her father's door © came, 
Where I had often been, 
I beog'd my fair, my lovely dame, 
To riſe and let me in. 


But ſhe, with accents all divine, 
Did my fond ſuit reprove ; 

And while ſhe chid my raſh deſign, 
She but inflam'd my love: 

Her beauty oit' had pleas'd before, 
While her bright eyes did roll ; 

But virtue only had the pow'r 
Tocharm my very ſoul, 


Then who would cruelly deceive, 
Or from ſuch beauty part? 

I lov'd her fo, I could not leave 
The charmer of my heart: 
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My eager fondneſs I obey'd, 
Keſolv'd the {ould be mine, 
Till Hymen to my arms convey'd 

My treaſure ſo divine. 


Now happy in my Nelly's love, 
Tranſporting is my joy ; 

No reater bleſſing can I prove, 
So bleis'd a man am I: 

For beauty may awhile retain 
The conquer'd flutt'ring heart, 

But virtue only is the chain 
Holds never to depart. 


S O N 6. 


THE GAPTIVE, 


| S mourns the ſoft ſongſter confin'd from the 
A ſpray, 
And changes to notes of lamenting his lay; 
So I, with my freedom, my ſpirits forego, 
And my ditties, alas! are all ditties of woe: 
O come then, my Henry, my well belov'd ſwain, 
Reſtore me to mirth and to freedom again ; 
Or ſtill if a captive I'm fated to be, 
Alone make me captive to love and to thee. 


SONG. 
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SONG. 
Sung by Mrs. Jordan. 


W young affection's glowing train, 
By mutual fond endearment won; 
At Hymen's altar claim the chain 
That twines two willing hearts in one ! 


Have ye not ſeen in Flora's bow'r 
Two roſes on one ſtem reſpire ? 

So form'd by paſſion's blending power, 
Two hearts are thron'd on one deſire, 


0 
norE TO SOOTH A WANDFRING LOVER, 
Sung by Mr. Incl:don, 


OPE, to ſooth a wandering lover, 
One kind cheering ray diſcover, 
While her lone abode I trace: 
Oh! that fate may not oppreſs me, 
Give a ſingle {mile to bleſs me, 
Painted on Louiſa's face. 


NI SONG. 
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N. 


1 STRIVE TO CONQUER MIGHTY LOVE, 


Sung by Mr. Duffey. 


STRIVE to conquer mighty love, 
But find mylelt deceiv'd, 


For ev'ry hour, alas! I prove, 


The conqueſt unatchiev'd : 
By day, by night, I ſeek in vain 
For eaſe—complaints increaſe my pain, 


3 N 6.9 
BRITISH UNION, 


HY drops that tear, Britannia? fay, 
Shake but thy lance, we'll all obey : 

Why, drooping o'er thy fav'rite iſle, 

To cruſh the traitor, Britons ſmile : 

Whilft thou, ſweet peace, thine olive bring, 

We'll ſwear allegiance to the King, 


Tho” diſcord ſtrikes the Gallic ſhore, 
Where helmets ſhine and cannons roar, 
May Briton's join eg ch other's hand, 

And concord reizn throughout the land. 
Whilſt thou, ſweet peace, thine olive bring, 
We'll ſwear allegiance to the King. 


Put 


ut 
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Put forth your ſtrength, and riches bring, 
Long live our ſov'reign Lord the King; 
Tho' war-like clad, let ſacred truth 

Arm both the ancient and the youth. 
Whilſt thou, ſweet peace, thine olive bring, 
We'll ſwear allegiauce to the King, 


Ss © N06. 


OH! NANNY. 
Sung at Vauxhall, 


H! Nanny, wilt thou fly with me, 
Nor ſigh to leave the charming town ? 

Can filent glens have charms for thee, 

The lowly cot, and ruſſet gown ? 
No longer dreſt in falken ſheen, 

No longer deck'd with jewels rare, 
Say, canſt thou quit the buſy ſcene, 

Where thou wert faireſt of the fair? 


Oh! Nancy, when thou'rt far awa, 
Wilt thou not caſt a wiſh behind? 
Say, can'ſt thou face the flaky ſnaw, 
Nor ſhrink before the warping wind? 
O can that ſaft and gentleſt mien, 
Severeſt hardſhips learn to bear ? 
Nor, fad, regret each courtly ſcene, 
Where thou wert faireſt of the fair ? 


M 2 
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O Nanny, can'ſt thou love ſo true, 
Thro' perils keen wi” me to gae ? 
Or when thy ſwain miſhap ſhall rue, 
To ſhare with him the pang of wae ? 
And when invading pains beta], 
Wilt thou aſſume the nurſe's care? 
Nor, wiſhful, th. te gay ſcenes recall, 
Where thou wert faireſt ot the fair? 


And when, at laſt thy love ſhall die, 
Wilt thou receive his parting breath? 
Wilt thou repreſs each ftruggling ligh, 
And cheer with ſmiles the beg pp ath? 
And wilt thou v'er his much lov'd clay 
Strew flow'rs, and drop the tender tear ? 
Nor then regret thoſe ſcens fo gay, 
Where thou wert faireſt of the fair ? 


SQ N 06,” 


o, LOVE DECLARE. 
Sung in the Travellers in Switzerland. 


() LOVE, declare, ſweet friendſhip ſays 
Why, why ſhould memory impart, 
A bliſs or forrow peſt away, 
To cheat, alas! the filly heart. 
On plighted vows, on tranſports dwell, 
Such, memory, alone impart, 
From thy record theſe fondly tell, 
And kindly cheat the filly heart. 


3 


SONG. 
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. 
WHAT THO" THE SABLE HOURS, 


V HAT tho” the ſable hours of night, 
From Sols bright luſtre veil the ſight; 

And curtain o'er each tree-topt hill, 

Each flow'ry lawn and limpid rill, 

To us more joy their preſence yields 

Than all the charms of groves and fields; 

By the waxen taper's blaze, 

Beauty ſhoots her conq'ring rays. 


Eyes their brilliant force impart, 
Looks tranſporting ev'ry heart: 
While catch or glee, ſo merrily, 
In ſounds harmonious flow, 
Thus love and joy theſe hours employ, | 
What more can life beſtow, | 


S.0 -M--4 * 


A DRINKING SONG, 


ME fill me a bumper, my jolly brave ooys, 
Let's have no more female impert'nence and noiſe, 
For I've try'd the endearments and pleaſures of love, 


And I find they're but uontenile and whimſies by Jove. 
M 3 When 
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When firſt I ſaw Betty, and made my complaint, 
I whin'd like a fool, and ſhe ſigh'd like a ſaint ; 
But I found her religion, her face, and her love, 
Were hypocriſy, paint, and ſelf int'reſt, by Jove. 


Sweet Celia came next, with her languiſhing air, 
Her outſide was orderly, modeſt, and fair; 
But her mind was ſophiſtical, ſo was her love, 


For I found ſhe was only a ſtrumpet, by Jove. 


Come fill me a bumper, then, jolly brave boys, 
Here's a farewell to female impert'nence and noiſe 
I know few of the ſex who are worthy my love, 
And for ſtrumpets and jilts, I abhor them, by Jove. 


— — — 


= Us Wo > 
LET THE SMILES OF YOUTH, 


' Be the ſmiles of youth appearing, 

Let the rays of beauty cheering, 
Drive the gloom of care away: 

Thus in ſtrains of lively meaſure, 
We replete with joy and pleaſure, 

| Lengthen out each happy day: 
Far from the tumult of ambitious ſtrife, 
Faſy, contented, may we paſs through life; 
Tune can impair the luſtre of our youth, 
But not of friendſhip, love, or ſaered truth. 


GLEE. 
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S LE KL” 


THYRSIS, 


HYRSIS, when he leſt me, ſwore, 
In the ſpring be would return, 
Ah! what means that op'ning flow“, 
And the bud that decks the thou: 
"Twas the nightingale that ſung, 
Twas the lark that upward ſprung, 
Idle notes, untimely green, 
Why ſuch unavailing haſte, 
Gentle gales, and ſky ſerene, 
Prove not always winter paſt : 
Ceaſe, my doubts, my fears remove, 
Spare the honor of my love. 


$ '0- N 


HARVEST HOME, 


ME Roger and Nell, come Simkin and Bell, 
Each lad with his laſs hithex come, 
With finging and dancing, in pleaſure advancing, 
To celebrate harveſt home : 
For Ceres bids play, and keep holiday, 
To celebrate harveſt home, 


M4 Our 
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Our labour is o'er, and our barns in full ſore, 
Now {well with rich gifts of the land; 

Let each man then take, for his prong and his rake, 
His cann and his laſs in his hand, 

For Ceres bids play, &c. 


No courtiers can be ſo happy as we, 
In innocent p:ſtime and mirth; 

While thus we carouſe, with our ſweetheart or ſpouſe, 
And rejoice o'er the fruits of the earth, 

When Ceres bids play, &c. 


S O N G.* 
1 GOLD COULD LENGTHEN LEE. 


F gold could lengthen life, I ſwear, 
1 It then ſhould be my chiefeſt care 
To get a ſtock, that I might ſay, 

When death comes todemand his prey, 
Thou flave, take this, and go thy way, 


But ſince life is not to be bought, 

Why ſhould J plague myſeli for nought, 
And ſooliſhly diſturb the ſkies, 

With vain complaints and fruitleſs cries; 


For ſince the fates will have it ſo, 
What good will gold or whining do: 
Give me, to eaſe my thirſty ſoul, 
The joys and comforts of the bowl; 


Freedom 
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Freedom and health, and, while I live, 
Let me not wont what love can give; 
Thea thall I die in peace, and have 
This c nſ-lation in the grave, 

That once I had the world my ſlave. 


Ss 0 N 0G," 


YOUNG CARLOS, 


Sung by Mrs. Crouch, 


OUNG Carlos ſued à beauteous maid, 
On her his happineſs ſtaking, 
She frown'd upon his love—he figh'd, 
Ah! me, my heart is breaking, 


She took a ſwain, of large domain, 
His humble love forſaking, 

He thought her happy, and he ſmil'd, 
Altho' his heart was breaking. 


On wealth alone few joys attend, 
She found, with anguiſh aching, 

He ſunk, and gave her ſuch a look, 
Juſt as his keart was breaking. 
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S O N G.* 


ELEMENT OF LIQUID BEAUTY. 


Sung by Mr. Incledon. 


LEMENT of liquid beauty, . 
Mirror, chaſte as op'ning day, 

How enchanting is your duty, 

Graceful nature to diſplay. 


Like the face of that fair creature, 
Form'd for man's ſupreme delight; 

Thine is deck'd with ev'ry feature, 
That can captivate the ſight. 


G L EE” 


HOW MERKILY WE LIVE, 


.JOW merrily we live that ſoldiers be, 
Round the world thus we march with merry glee; 
On the pleaſant downs ſometimes encamp'd we lie, 


No cares we know, but fortune's frowns defy, _ 
No cares we know, but fortunc's frowns defy, 
So long as we can ſæe our colours fy, 


SONG. 
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S 0 N 6.“ 
THE ARMED YEOMAN, 


EOMEN attend, who, ſword in hand, 
Stand forth your country's glory, 

Who quit the plough to guard the land, 

Come liſten to my ſtory : 
Liſten how France is ſtill the foe 

Of Britain's Conſt:tution, 
King, or Republicans, we know 

In this no revolution. 


CHORUS. 
Theſe Frenchmen boaſt they'll hither come, 


And mighty are in words, vir, 
But who invades a Briton's home. 
Shall feel a Briton's fword, Sir. 


They ſay they will (fo kind and good) 
Give freedom to all people; 

Free they ſhall be to bathe in blood, 
Free to burn church and ſteeple: 
Free to loſe all that's dear—and then 

Free to keep what they have, Sirs, 
Free, nor to think or act as men, 

Free—to be France's ſlaves, Sirs. 
Theſe frenchmen, &c. 


MS 


( 252 } 


Britons well know, and e'er have known, 
That freedom ne'er was given 
But to thoſe who delerve the boon, 
And then's the gilt of heaven: 
The virtuous, brave, and kind are free, 
In this alone confin'd, Sirs, 
They cannot falle or cruel be, 
They cannot change their mind, Sirs. 
We will not change, ſo let them come, &c, 


Yeomen attend, your liberty 
Has no fine ſpun ſolution, 
But has a noble invent'ry 
Within the Conſtitution : 
Has never maſter but the laws, 
Which houſe as caſtle guard, Sirs, 
And in the rich and poor man's cauſe, 
Give <qually award, >1:s, 
The laws we'll keep, ſo let them come, &c. 


This invent'ry, as you'll perceive, 

Names freedom's diſpenſations, 
Names all herſelf can ever give, 

And all her beſt relations: 
Free induſtry to work or gain, 

Free what is gain'd t' enjoy, Sirs,“ 
Free words, tree thoughts to entertain, 

Free talents beſt t' employ, Sirs, 
Theſe rights we'll keep, ſo let them come, &c. 


Thus free, whilſt each may forward get, 
Each proſp'rous makes the nation; 

Each adds his mite to make it great, 
Each patriot in his ſtation : | 


Yeormen 
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Yeomen of England, brave and free, 
Defend ſuch Conſtitution, 
Call truly new French policy, 
Old flavery with confuſion. 
So tell theſe French, who boaſt they'll come, xc. 


S8 ON 6. 


COLLINS'S SALLY, . 


Sung by Mr. Collins. 


In Sally's praiſe profuſe is; 
t know the Sally that I admire, 
"Tis wit alone produces: 
Sweet ſprightly ſylpb, tis thee I mean, 
Then ſtand not thilly ſhally, 
But as thou art my lancy's queen, 
Ne'er let me want a Sally, 


* In bard who glows with Grub-ſtreet fire, 
= " 
u 


Tis true, were told, in proſe or rhyme, 
A wit is but a ſeather; 
But let me lightly mount ſublime, 
A ruſh f r wind or weather; 
For like the lark I'll ſoar and ſing, 
While from the ſordid valley 
The grov'ling earth-worm ne'er takes wing, 
Nor e'er enjoys a Sally. 


» 
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Sallies of wit, where wiſdom rules, 


Are gladſome, gameſome gay things; 


1 But thoſe who ſport with pointed tools, 
| Should handle well their playthings; 
Then haply when the ſtroke offends, 
No longer prone to rolly; 

ru filence keep to keep my friends, 


And check the ſportive Sally. 


And as old time ſpeeds on apace, 
His ſport and prey to make us, 
With haſty ſteps, and hot-foot chace, 

Determin'd to o'ertake us: 
When from the ſally-port of life 
We ruſh to cloſe life > rally, 
Releas'd from cank'ring care and ſtriſe, 2h 
Triumphant be our fally. » 


$ 0 8.0 


OLD ENGLAND'S A LION. 
Sung by Mr. Darley. 
LD England's a lion ſtretch'd out at his eaſe, 


A ſailor his keeper, his couch the green ſeas: 
Should a monkey dare chatter, or a tyger claw, 


They tremble at his roar as he lifts up his paw; 


I love a neighbour's friendſhip, but he _—_ foe, 
Prepare to receive him with blow for blow. 
SONG. 
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SONG. 
WHERE ARE. THOSE HOURS FLED. 


Sung by Mrs. Carey. 


HERE are thoſe hours fled, 
That us'd to yield delight ? 
My days with pleaſure ſped, 
And ſweet repoſe at night: 
Within the ſhaded cot, 
Which ſtands on yonder lea, 
It was, alas! my lot, 


My Mary firſt to ſee. 


Ah! were her love like mine, 
How happy had I been; 
Crown'd with ſuch bliſs divine, 
While Mary reign'd my queen: 
But ſhe increas'd mv woe, | 
While at her feet I ſigh'd, 
Diſdain ſat on her brow, 
Which all my love deſy'd. 


If beauty makes her vain, 

My Mary ſure is wrong; 
For, ah! who can retain, 

Or boaſt of beauty long? 
My love is ſo fincere 

Should time her charms difguiſe, 
I'd love my Mary dear, 
Till death had clos'd my eyes. 
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S O N G.* 
FAL LAL LA, 


Sung by Mrs. Bland, 
SHEPHERD lov'd a nymph fo fair, 


A Fal lal la, lallal la! lal lal la; 
And thus his pa iſion did declaie, 

Fal lal la, lal 1] lal lal la! la; 
For thee, den r maid, I long, in vain, 
Have ſich'd nor ventur'd to complain, 
Oh! now conſent to eaſe my pain, 
Fal lal la, la! lal lal lal lal la. 


Oh! could I gain thy tender heart, 
Fal lal la, &c. 
We'd join again no more to part, 
Fal lal la, &c. 

With thee I'd tread the daiſy'd mead, 
© To view the herds and flocks at feed, 
And home at eve thy footſteps lead, 

Fal lal la, &c. 


With bluſhing ſweetneſs thus the maid, 
Fal tl la, &c. 


His honeſt paſſion brief repaid, 
| Fal lal la, &c. 
1 long, dear youth, thy love have known, 
By ev'ry tender kindneſs ſhewn, 
Then take my hand, my heart's thy own, 
94 Fal lal la, &c. 


SONG, 
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8 0 N ©. 


THE BONNY COLLIER'S DAUGHTER, 


Sung by Mr, Dignum. 


HEN hawthorn buds began to blow, 
And linnets ſung fra tree to tree, 

Young Sandy, laird o'er a' the land, 

And blithe as blitheſt lad could be, 
Went o'er the moor to meet his love, 

And o'er the moor he ſought her, 
And timws he ſu'd, and thus he woo'd, 

The bonay Collier's daughter, 


Awa, 2wa, wi' me, {ſweet laſs, 
Awa, awa wi' me, 

J gat me blame, and left my hame, 
And a' for love of thee, 


The laſs was bright as beauty's queen, 
Her mind was fanſey, frank and free, 
She ken'd the lad was blithe and Fair, 
And thought be was of low degree: 
But till ſhe lov'd him to her heart, 
Whilſt o'er the moor he ſonght her, 
And thus he ſu'd and fondly woo'd 
The bonny Collier's daughter, 
Awa, awa, &c, 
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Dear laſs, he cry'd, I've won thy heart, 
While ſtill ye thought me poor and mean; 
Ofa' my wealth ye ſhall ha part, 
Were I a king you'd be a queen: 
Then o'er the moor he led his love, 
And o'er the moor he brought her, 
And thus he ſu'd, and thus he woo'd, 
The bonny Collier's daughter, 
Awa, awa, &c, 


Ss O N G 


DELIA'S BIRTH DAY, 


ME, feſtive mirth, and ſocial joy, 
Drive care and ſorrow far away; 
Hence ev'ry thought that may annoy, 
For this is Delia's natal day. 


Ye 2 little warbling throng, 
hat hop about from ſpray to ſpray, 
Ye charmers raiſe a livelier ſong, 


Fer this is Delia's natal day. 


And you, ye ſtreams that move ſo flow 
And glide along your wat'ry way, 
In ſofter murmurs learn to flow, 


For this is Delia's natal day, 
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Return, ye vernal gales return, 
Thou ſun diffuſe a gladſome ray, 
And uſh'ring in the happy marn, 
O ſmile on Delia's natal day. 


S O N G.* 
THE WAEFUL HEART, 


Sung by Maſter Knyvett. 


EN living worth could win my heart, 
You wou'd na ſpeak in vain; 

But in the darkſome grave its laid, 

Never to rife again: 
My waeful heart lies low wi his, 

Whoſe heart was only mine, 
And ah! what a heart was that to loſe, 

But I maun no repine. 


Yet, Oh! gin heav'n in mercy ſoon, 
Would grant the boon I crave, 

And tak this life, now naething worth, 
Sin Jamie's in the grave: 

And ſee, his gentle ſpirit comes, 
To ſhew me on my way, 

Surpris'd, nae doubt, I Rill am here, 
Sair wondering at my ſtay, 


I come, I come, my Jamie dear, 
And, Oh! wie what gude will, 
I follow whereſoe'er ye lead, 

Ye canna lead to ill: 
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She ſaid, and ſoon a deadly pale 
Her faded checks pofſeis'd, 
Her waeful heart forgot to beat, 

Her ſorrows ſunk to reſt. 


00-1” 


THE GODDESS OF LOVE, 


Sung by Maſter Nell. 


LOCE round me, ye paſtoral ſwains, 
To hear the glad tidings I bring, 

A ſhepherdeſs viſits our plains, 

Whoſe preſence enlivens the ſpring : 
Complacency beams in her face, 

With beauty that all muſt approve, 
Her features ſo blended with grace, 

She's ſurely the goddeſs of love. 


In her ev'ry charm is combin'd, 
No art in her manner you'll ſee; 
Her ſenſe moſt ſupremely refin d, 
With temper mild, open, and free: 
To her form, like an angel's, is join'd, 
A mind that's related above ; 
To the poor ever {-othingly kind, 
She muſt be the Geddeis of Love. 
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Soft pity is trac'd in her breaſt, 
By the index that dwells in her eye; 
With a heart to relieve he diſtreſt, 
And the wants of the needy ſupply : 
For the woe of all others the feels, 
hei fufferitig tries to remove, 
Her humanity plainly reveals, 
She muſt be the Goddeſs ot Love. 


Ah! ſure ſhe's a zoddeſs indeed, 

On earth not her equal is found; 
Ye ſwains {ound the muthical reed, 

In her proite let the vali:es reſuund : 
Could I this ſweet treaſure regain, 

And the my lond pathon approve, 
No more [I'd &er wi to obtain, 


But life with my Goddeſs of Love. 


S8 N88. 
THE TANNER, 
Sung by Mr. Knight, 


Y father was a tinker's ſon, 
\ And l'm his boy *tis ten to one, 
Here's pots to mend, was ſcill my cry, 
Here's pots to mend, aloud bawls I: 
Have ye any tins, pots, kettles, or cans, 
Cop pers to ſolder, or braſs pans ? 
Ot wives my dad had near a ſcore, 
And I have twice as many more; 


= ww 
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And what's as wonderful as true, 


My daddy was the Lord (upon my foul he was) the 
Lord knows who: 


(Tis a hard matter for a child to know its own father, 
beſides my mother was a queen, O yes, ſhe was 
queen of the gypſies, and perhaps I was born a 
prince, though now, like other tinkers, I mend 
one hole and make two) 


With my tan ran tan, tan ran tan, 
For pot or cann, O I'm your man. 


Once I in budget ſnug had got, 

A barn-door capon, and what not; 
Here's pots to mend, I cry'd along, 
Here's pots to mend was ſtill my ſong : 
At village wake, O curſe his throat, 
The cock crow'd out ſo loud a note, 
The folk in cluſters flock'd around. 
They ſeiz d my budget, in it found 


The cock, a gammon, peas and beans, 


;ZDcfades a jolly tinker's (yes, by the Lord) a tinker's 


ways and means 
(Oh! they took my all, left me nothing but my pater- 
nal eſtate, which conſiſts of 


With-my ran tan, &c, 


Like dad, when I to quarters come. 


For want of caſh the folks I hum; 
Here's pots to mend, bring me ſome beer, 
The landlord cries—you'll get none here, 


* 
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You tinkering dog, your tricks I know, 

More beer indeed !—pay what you owe! 

In rage I ſqueeze him 'gainft the door, 

And with his back rub off the ſcore; 

At his expence we drown all ſtrife, 

For which I praiſe the landlord (could not do leſs than 
| praiſe) the landlord's wife: 


(And becauſe ſhe was pretty—what eyes! what a 
ſhape !—another quart and ſcore it up to the 
tinker—at any time ſhould you want any little 
job done, you may command me) 


And my ran tan, &c. 


S 0 N 6.8 
THE MILKMAID. 


FLAXEN headed milkmaid, 
As {imple as may be, 
And next a pretty dairy maid, 
I chanted o'er the lea: 
But now a ſaucy chambermaid, 
I've got a better place, 
I'll dreſs my head with ribbons fine, 
Set off my handſome face : 
When houſekeeper promoted, 
I'll ſnip a butcher's bill, 
My lady's pockets empty, 
My own I mean to fill; 
And lolling in my chariot, 
A lady great I'll be, 
You'll forget the little milk-maid 
That chanted oer the lea, 
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Tul try to get ® huſband, 

No matter for the pelf, 
So I can have a title, 

Why then I pleaſe myſelf: 
Her Ladyſbip | long to be, 

A I ord or Knight I crave, 
If he is rich in honors, 

No matter if a knave: 
I hope to be a peereſs, 

And ſee a birth-day ball, 
With ſootmen dreſt ſo gaily, 
My carriage for to call: 
When lolling in my chariot, 

A lady great [I'll be, 
You' Il forget the little milkmaid 
That chanted o'er the lea, 


: + 
Fll ſend my Lord to India, 
His pockets for to fill, 
80 he does get their treaſure, 
The nabods he may kill : 
With gold and diamond's loaded, 
When he returns again, 
Forhonors and for riches, 
Fil be ſoremaſt in the train: 
A Knight of Bath or Garter, 
Tul purchaſe him I vow, 
And then torget thoſe merry days, 
When milking cf the cow : 
So-lolling in my charict, 
A lady great I'll be, 
Il forget the little milkmaid, 
chanted oer the lea. 


SONG. 
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$8 O N G. 


THE REQUEST, 


O glory I covet, no riches J want, 

Ambition is nothing to me, . 
The one thing I beg of kind heaven to grant, 

Is a mind independent and free. 


With paſſions unruffled, ntainted with pride, 
By reaſon my liſe let me ſquare, 

The wants of my nature are cheaply ſupply'd, 
And the reſt are but folly and care. 


The bleſſings which Providence freely has lent, 
Fil juſtly and gratefully prize, | 

Whilſt ſweet meditation, and cheerfnl content, 
Shall make me both healthful and wile, 


In the pleaſures the great man's poſſeſſions diſplay, 


Unenvyed 1'l! challenge my part, 
Eor every fair object my eyes can ſurvey 
Contributes to gladden my heart, 


How vainly, through infinite trouble and ſtriſe, 
The manly their labours employ ; | 
Since all that is truly delighting-in life, 
Is what all, il they pleale, may enjoy. 


N SONG. 
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Sd O N G. 


YE FAIR MARRIED DAMES, 


| E fair married dames, who ſo often deplore 
That a lover once bleſt is a lover no more, 

Attend to my counſel, nor bluſh to be taught, 

That prudence muſt cherith what beauty has caught. 


The bloom of your cheek, and the glance of vour eye, 
Your roſes and liiies may make the men ſigh; 

But roles, and lilies, and ſighs paſs away, 

And paſſion will die as your beauties decay. 


Uſe the man that you wed like your ſav'rite guitar, 
Tho' mulic in both, they are both apt to jar, 

How tuneful and ſoſt from a delicate touch, 

Not handled too roughly, 2or play'd on too much, 


The ſparrow and linnet will feed from your hand, 
Grow tame at Four kindneſs, and come at command; 
Exert with your huibands the fame happy 1kill, 
For hearts, like your birds, may be tam'd to your will. 


Be gay and good humour'd, complying and kind, 

Tura the chief of your care from your face to your 
- mind; 

"Tis thus that a wife may her conqueſt improva, 


And Hymen ſhall rivet the fetters of love, 


SONG, 
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SO N &. 


SHAKESPEARE'S MWULOS2RY-TREE, 


EHOLD this fair goblet, twas carv'd from the 
tree, 
Which, O my ſweet Shakeſpezre, was planted by thee : 
As a relic J kiſs it, and bow at the ſhrine, 
What comes from thy hand muſt be ever divine: 
All ſhall yield to the mulberry-tree, 
f Bend to thee, 
Bleſt mulberry ; 
Matchleſs was he 
Who planted thee, _ 
And thou like him immortal ſhall be, 


Ye trees of the foreſt, ſo rampant and high, 

Who iprezd round their brances, whole heads ſweep 
the ſky, 

Ye curious exotics, whom taſte has brought here 

To root out the natives at prices fo dear: 


All ſhall yield to the mulberry-tree, &c. 


The oak is held royal 1s Britain's great boaſt, 

Preſerv'd once our King, and will always our coaſt; 

But of fir we make ſhips, we have thouſands that fight, 

While one, only one like our Shakeſpeare can write: 
All ſhall yield to the mulberry-tree, &c. 


N 2 Let 
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Let Venus delight in her gay myrtle bow'rs 
Pomona in. fruit-trees, and Flora in flowers; 
The garden ot Shakeſpeare all fancies can ſuit, 
With the ſweeteſt of luw'rs aud the faireſt of fruit. 
All ſhall yield to the mulberry tice, &c. 


With learning and knowledge the well-letter'd birch 
Supplies law, and phy ſic, and grace for the church, 
But law and the goſpel in Shakeſpeare we find, 
And he gives the beſt phyſic for body and mind : 

All ſhall yield to the mulberry-tree, &c. 


The fame of the patron gives fame to the tree, 

From him and his merits this takes its degree, 

Let Phoebus and Bacchus their glories reſign, 

Our tree ſhall ſurpaſs bcth the laurel and vine: 
All ſhall yield to the mulberry-tree, &c. 


The genius of Shakeſpeare outſhines the bright day, 
More rzpture than wine to the heart can convey; 
So the tree that he planted, by making his own, 
Has laurel, and bays, and the vine, all in one ; 


All ſhall yield to the mulberry-tree, &c. 


Then each take a relic of this hallow'd tree, 
From folly and faſhion a charm let it be: 
Fill, fill, to the planter, the cup to the brim, 
To honour the country, do honor to him : 


All ſhall yield to the mulberry-t: ee, &c. 


SONG. 
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oF UN 


TO ARMS, 


O arms, ye brave mortals, to arms, 
The road to renown lies before you; 
The name of king Shakeſpeare has chafms, 
To rouſe ye to actions of glory, 


Away, ye brave mortals, away, 
Tis nature calls on you to ſave her; 
What man but would nature obey, 
And fight for her Shakeſpeare for ever. 


S O N G. 


BLACK-EYED SUSAN, 


LL in the downs the fleet was moor' d, 
The ſtreamers waving in the wind, 
When black eyed Suſan came vn board, 
O where ſhall I my true love find? 
Tell me, ye jovial ſailors, tell me true, 
If my ſweet William fails among the crew. 


* N 3 : William, 
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William, who high upon the yard, 
Rock'd by the billows to and fro, 
Soon as ber well known voice he heard, 
He ſigh'd and caſt his eyes below: 
The cord glides ſwiftly thro' his glowing bands, 
And quick as lightning cn the deck he ſtands, 


So the ſwe2-t lark, high pois'd in air, 
Shuts ci ſe his pinions to his breaſt, 
If chance his mate's ſhrill call he hear, 
And drops at once into her neſt : 
The nobleſt captain in the Britiſh fleet, 
Might envy William's lips thoſe kiſſes ſweet, 


O Suſan, Suſan, lovely dear, 
My vows ſhall ever true remain ; 
Let me kiſs off that falling tear, 
We only part to meet again: 
Change as ye |. ſt, ye winds, my heart ſha!l be 
Tre faithful compaſs that, ſtill points to thee, 


Believe rct whot the landſmen fay, 

Who tempt with doubts thy conſtant mind, 
They'll] tel thee, ſailors when away 

At every port a miſtreſs find : 
Yes, yes, believe them when they tell thee ſo, 
For thou art prelent whereloe'er 1 go. 


If to fair India's coaſt we ſail, - 

Thy eves are ſeen in diamonds bright, 
Thv breath is Afric's ſpicy gale, 

Thy ſkin is ivory ſo white; 
Thus every beauteous cbje& that ] view 
Wakes in my foul ſome charm cf lovely Sue, 
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Tho' battle calls me from thy arms, 
Let not my pretty Suſan mourn ; 
'Tho' cannons roar, yet free from harms, 
William ſhall to his dear return: 
Love turns alide the balls that round me fly, 
Leſt precious tears ſhould drop ſrom Suſan' 
Leſt precious tears ſhguld drop from Suſan's eye. 


The boatfwain gives the dreadſul word, 

The fails their ſwelling boſoms ſpread; 
No longer muſt ſhe ſtay on board, 

They kits'd—fſhe ſigh'd, he hung his head: 
Her leſs' ning boat unwilling rows to land, 


Adieu! ſhe cries, and wav'd her lily hand. 


SON G. 


THE SUN WAS SUNK. 


HE ſun was ſunk beneath the hill, 
The weſtern clouds were lin'd with gold, 
Clear was the ſky, the wind was ſtill, 
The flocks were penn'd within the fold ; 
When in the filence of the grove 
Poor Damon thus deſpair'd of love. 


Who ſeeks to pluck the fragrant roſe, 
From the hard rock or oozy beach, 
Who from each weed that barren grows, 
Expects the grape or downy peach, 
With equal faith way hope to find 
The truth of love in womankind. 
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No herds have I, no fleecy care, 

No fields that wave with golden grain, 
No paſtutes green, or gardens fair, 

A woman's'venal heart to gain: 
Then all in vain my fizhs muſt prove, 
Whoſe whole eſtate, alas, is love. 


Jow wretched is the faithful youth, 
Since womens” hearts are bought and {cid ! 
They aſk no vows of ſacred truth, 
Mhene'er they figh they ſigh for gold: 
Gold cara the frowns of Tcorn remove, 
But I am ſcorn'd - who have but love. 


To buy the zems of India's coaſt 

What wealth, what riches would ſuffice? 
Yet India's ſhore could never boaſt, 

The luſtre of thy rival eyes: 
For there the world tov cheap muſt prove; 
Can [then buy— who have but lover 


Then, Mary, ſince nor gems nor ore 
Can with thy brighter ſeif compare, 
Be juſt as fair, and value more 
Than gems or ore, a hevrt ſincere: 
Let treaſure meaner beauties move, 


Who pays thy worth muſt pay in love. 


SONG, 
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TO THE MEMORY OF W. SHENSTONE, ESQ 


OME, ſhepherds, we'll follow the hearſe, 
And ſeze our lov'd Corydon laid; 

Tho' ſorrow may blemiſh the verſe, 

Yet let the fad tribute be paid: 
They call'd him the pride of the plain, 

In coth he was gentle and kind; 
He mark'd in his elegant*ſtrain, 

The graces that glow'd in his mind. 


On purpoſe he planted yon trees, 

That birds in the covert might dwell; 
He cultur'd the thyme for the bees, 

But never would rifle their cell: 
Ye lambkins that play'd at his feet, 

Go bleat, and vour maiter bemoan; 
His muſic was artleſs and ſweet, 

His manners as mild as your own. 


No verdure {hall cover the vale, 
No bloom on the bloſſoms appear; 
The ſweets of the foreſt ſhall ail, 
And winter diſcolour the year: 
No birds in our hedges ſhall fing, 
(Our hedges ſo vocal before) 
Since he that ſhould welcome the ſpring, 
Can greet the gay ſeaſon no mare. 
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His Phillis was fond of his praiſe, 


And poets came round in a throng ; 
They liſten'd, and envy'd his lays, 
But which of them equall' d his ſong ? 
Ye ſhepherds, henceforward be mute, 
For loſt is the paſtoral ſtrain, 

So give me my Corydon's flute, 

And thus—let me break it in twain. 


SQ -:N- 6. 


THE EANKS OF TWEED, 


HAT beauties dues Flora diſcloſe, 
How ſweet are her ſmiles upon Tweed! 
But Mary's ſtill ſweeter than thcſe, 
Both nature and fancy exceed: 
No daiſy, or ſweet bluſhing roſe, 
Nor all the gay flow'rs of the field, 
Nor Tweed gliding gently thro” thoſe, 
Such beauty and pleaſure can yield, 


The warblers are heard in each grove, 
The linnet, the lark, and the thruſh, 
The blackbird, and ſweet cooing dove, 
With muſic enchant ev'ry buſh: 
Come, let us go forth to the mead, 
Let us ſee how the primroſes ſpring, 
We'll lodge in ſome village on Tweed, 
And love while the feather'd folks ſing. 


How 


„ BE A 


How does my love paſs the long day? 
Does Mary not tend a few ſheep? 
Do they never careleſsly ſtray, 
While happily ſhe lies aſleep? 
Tweed's murmurs ſhould lull her to relt, 
Kind nature indulzing my bliſs, 
To relieve the foft p1ins in my breaſt, 
I'd ſteal an ambrotial Kiss. 


"Tis ſhe does the virgins excel. 

No beauty with her can compare; 
Love's graces all round her do dwell, 

She's faireit where thouſands are fair: 
Say, charmer, where do thy flocks ſtray, *:. 

Oh! tell me at noon where they feed: «+ 
Shall I ſeek them on ſweet winding Tay, 

Or the pleaſanter banks of the Tweed. 


SN ©. 
DEAR CHLOE, 


EAR Chloe, while thus beyond me ſure 
You treat me with doutts and dildainy 

You rob all your youth of its pleaſure, 

And hoard up an old age of pain: 

Your maxim, thit love is ſtill founded, 

On charms that will quickly decay, 

You will find to he very ill grounded, 

When firit you its dictates obey. 
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The pa ſſion from beauty firſt drawn, 


Your kindnets will vaſtly improve, 
Soft looks and gay [miles are the dawn, 
Fruttion's the ſunthine of love: 
And though the beams of your cves 
Should be cluuded, that now ate ſo gay, 
And darknels obſcure all the {kies, 
We nc'er can forget it was day. 


Old Darby, with Joan by his ſide, 
You oft” have regarded with wonder, 
He is drophical, the is lore ey'd, 
Yet they're ever uncaly aſunder: 
Together they totter about, 
And fit in the ſun at the door, 
And at night when old Darby's pot's out, 
His Joan will not ſmoke a pipe more. 


No beauty or wit they poſſeſs, 
Their ſcveral failings to ſmother, 
J hen what are the charms you can gueſs, 
That make them fo fund of each other ? 
"Tis the plealing remembrance of vouth, 
The endearments that love did beſtow, 
The thoughts of paſt plea ute and truth, 
The beſt of all bleſſings below. 


Theſe traces for ever will !aſt, 
Which ſickneſs nor time can remove; 
For when youth and beauty are paſt, 
And age brinys the winter of love, 
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A friendſhip inſenſibly grows, 
By reviews of ſuch raptures as theſe, 
And the current of fondneſs ſtill flaws 
Which decrepit old age cannot freeze. 


S O N G. 


ABSENCE, 


YE ſhepherds ſo cheerful and gay, 
Whole flocks never careleisly roam; 

Should Corvdon's happen to ſtray, 

Oh! call the poor wanderers home: 
Allow me to muſe and to ſigh, 

Nor talk of the change that ye find; 

1 None, once, was ſo watchful as I: 
] have lett my dear Phillis behind. 


Now I know what it is to have ſtrove 

With the torture of doubt and deſire; 
What it is to admire and to love, 

And to leave her we love and admire: * 
Ah! lead forth my flock in the morn, 

And the damps of each ev'ning repel ; 
Alas! Jam faint and forlorn, 


1 have bid my dear Phillis farewell. 
Since Phillis vouchſafd me a look, 


I never once dreamt of my vine; 
May I lofe both my pipe and my crook, 
If I knew of a kid that was mine: 
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F priz'd ev'ry hour that went by, 
Beyond all that pleas'd me before, 
But now they are paſt, and I ſigh, 


And I grieve that I priz'd them no more, 


But why doT laneuiſh in vain? 
Why wander thus penſively here? 
O, why did I come from the plain, 
Where I fed on the ſmiles of my dear? 
They tell me, my ſavorite maid, 
The pride of that valley, is flown ! 
Alas! where with her I have ſtray'd, 
I could wander with pleaſure alone. 


When forc'd the fair nymph to forego, 
What anguiſh 1 felt at my heart! 
Yet I thought but it might not be ſo— 
"T'was with pain that ſhe ſaw me depart: 
She gaz'd as 1 flowly with1rew, 
My path I could hardly diſcern ; 
So ſweetly ſhe bade me adieu, 
I thought that ſhe bade me return. 


The pilgrim that journeys all day, 
To viſit ſome far diſtant ſhrine, 
If he bear but ſome relic away, 
Is happy, nor heard to repine : 
Thus widely remov'd from the fair, 
Where my vows, my devotion, I owe, 
Soſt hope is the relique J bear, 
And my ſolace wherever I go. 


SONG, 
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$0 N 6, 


| HOPE, 


Y banks they are furniſh'd with bees, | 
M hoſe murmur invites me to ſleep; | 
My grottos are ſhaded with trees. 
And my hills are white over with ſheep: 
I feldom have met with a lots, 
Such health do my fountains beſtow ; 
My fountains all border'd with moſs, 
Where the hare bells and violets grow. 


Not a pine in my grove is there ſeen, 

But with tendrils of woodbine is buund ; 
Not a beech's more beautiful green, 
But a ſweetbriar twines it around: 

Not my fields in the prime of the vear, 

More charms than my cattle unſold ; 
Not a brook that is limpid and clear 

But it glitters with fiſhes of gold. 


One would think ſhe might like to retire, 
To the bow'r I have labour'd to rear; 
Not a ſhrub that I heard her admire, 
But I haſted and planted it there; 
O how ſudden the jeſſamin ſtrove 
With the lilac to render it gay: 
Already it calls for my love, 
To prune the wild branches away. 
From 
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From the plains, ſrom the woodlands, and groves, 
What ſtrains of wild melody flow! 
How the night ingsles warble their loves, 
From thickets of roſes that blow! 
And when her bright rm thall appear, 
Each bird ſhall haxrmonioully join 
a concert ſo ſoft and ſo clear, 
As—ſhe may not be fond to reſign. 


I have found out a giſt for my fair, 
I have found where the wood pigeons breed : 
But let me that plunder forbear, 
She will ſay 'twas a barbarous deed : 
For he ne'er could be true, ſhe averr'd, 
. Who could rob a poor bird of its young: 
And I lov'd her the more when I heard 
Such tenderneſs tall from her tongue. 


1 heard her with ſweetneſs unfold, 
How that pity was due to—a dove: 

That it ever attended the bold, 
And the call'd it the {iſter of love: 

\ But her words ſuch a pleaſure convey, 

So much I her accents adore, 

Let her ſpeak, and, whatever ſhe ſay, 
Methinks I ſhould love ker the more. 


* 


Can a b. »om ſo gentle remain 
Unmov'd, when her Corydon ſigh, f 

Will a nymph that is-fond of the plain, 
Theſe plains, and this velley deſpiſe? 
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Dear regions of ſilence and ſhade, 
Soft ſcenes of contentment and eaſe! 
Where I could have pleaſingly ſtray'd, 
If aught in her ablence could pleaſe. 


But where does my Phillida ſtray, 

And where are her grots and her bow”. 57? 
Are the groves and the valleys as gay, 

And the ſhepherds as gentle as ours? 
The groves may, perhaps, be as fair, 

And the face of the valleys as fine: 
The ſwains may in manners compare, | 

But their love is not equal to mine. 


SOLICITUDE, 


\ HY will you my paſſion reprove, 
Why term it a folly to grieve ? 
Ere I ſhew you the charms of my love, 
She is fairer than you can believe: 
With her mien fhe enamours the brave, 
With her wit ſne engages the free; 
With her modeſty pleaſes the grave, 
She is ev'ry way pleaſing to me, 


O you that have been of her train, 
Come and join in my amorous lays; 
I could lay down my life for the ſwain, 
That will ling but a ſong in her praiſe; 
| When 
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When he ſinge, may the nymphs of the town, 
Come tro pins, and liſten the while; 
Nay, on him let not Philli. + frown — 
But I cannot allow her to {mile, 


For when Paridel tries in the dance 

Any favor with Fhillis to find, 
© how, with one trivial glance, 

Might ſhe ruin the peace of my mind! 
In ringlets he dreſſes his hair, 

And his crook is beſtudded around ; 
And his pipe O may Phillis beware 

Of a magic there is in the ſound, 


"Tis his with mock paſſion to glow, 
"Tis his in {ſmooth tales to unfold, 
How her face is as bright as the ſnow, 
And her boſom, be ſure is as cold ; 
How the nightingales labour the ſtrain, 
With the notes of his charmer to vie; 
How they vary their accents in vain, 
Repine at her triumphs and die, 


To the grove or the garden he ſtrays, 
And pillages every ſweet ; 
Then, ſuiting the wreath to his lays, 
He throws it at Phillis's feet : 
O Phillis, ke whiſpers, more ſair, 
More ſweet than the jeſſamin flow'r! 
What are pinks, in a morn, to compare ? 
What is eglantine after a i{how'r? 


Them 
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Then the lily no longer is white, 


Then the g is depriv'd of its bloom; 
Then the vio!-t- ©» with deſpight, 
And the wool inc give up their perfume 5 


Thus glide the fot: 1i.mbers along, 
And he fancies nv itepherd his peer; 
Yet I never ſhould envy the ſong, 
Were not Phillis to lend it an ear. 


Let his crook be with hyacinths bound, 
So Phillis the trophy deſpiſe, 

Let his forehead with laurels be crown'd, 
So they ſhine not in Phillis's eves: 

The language that flows from the heart 
Is a ſtranger's to Padrie!'s tongue ; 

Yet may ſhe beware of his art, 


Or ſure 1 muſt envy the ſong, 


. 


DIS PPOINTMENT, 


* ſhepherds give ear to my lay, 


And take no more heed of my ſheep: 


They have nothing to do but to ſtray, 

I have nothing to do but to weep: 
Yet do not my folly reprove, 

She was ſair—and my paſhon begun; 
She ſmil'd —ana I could not but love; 
She is faithlels - and I am undone. 


Perhaps 


| 
| 
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Perhaps I was void of all thought, 
Perhaps it was plain to loretee, 

That a nymph fo complete would be ſought 
By a {wain wore engaging than me: 

Ah! love ev'ry hope can infpire, 
It baniſhes wildom the while: 

And the lip of the nymph we admire, 
Seems for ever adorn'd with a ſmile. 


She is faithleſs, and lam undone; 

Ye that witneſs the woes | endure, 
Let reaſon inſtruct you to ſhun 

What it cannot inſtruct you to cure: 
Beware how you loiter in vain 

Amid nymphs of an higher degree: 
It is not for me to explain, 


How fair and how fickle they be. 


Alas! from the day that we met, 

What hope of an end to my woes? 
When I cannot endure to forget 

The glance that undid my repole : 
Fet time may diminiſh the pain; 
The flow'r, and the ſhrub, and the tree, 
Mich I rear'd for her pleaſure, in vain, 
In time may have comfort for me. 


The ſweets cf a dew-ſprinkled roſe, 
The ſound of a murmuring ſtream, 
The peace which from ſolitude flows, 
Henceforth ſhall bz Curydon's theme: 


High 
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| 
| High tranſports are ſhewn to the fight, 
[ But we are not to find them our own : 
Fate never beſtow'd ſuch delight, 
As I with my Phillis had known. 


O ye woods, ſpread vour branches apace, 
To your deepeſt receſſes I fly, 

I would hide with the beaſts of the chace; 
I would vanith from every eye: 

Yet my reed ſhall reſound thro' the grove, 
With the ſame ſad complaint it begun ; 
How ſhe ſmil'd - and I could not but love; 

Was faithleſs — and I am undone, 


S ON. 


THE REQUEST. 


WEET peace reſtor- my wonted reſt, 

8 No longer let me prove 

The panęs that rend the hapleſs breaſt, 
Of unrequited love: 

By thee protected, let me lie, 

And ſhun the ſcorn of beauty's eye. 


But ſhould, ye pow'rs, the ſweet, ſweet maid, 
My pains with pity view; 

And though my ſighs too weakly pond. 
Lament a ſwain ſo true: 

Far greater torments bid me prove, 

Fl die adoring, die for love. 


SELECT 


TOASTS AND SENTIMENTS. 


- OYALTY without ſervility, and freedom without 
ſaction. 


To him who knows how to value a friend. 
Es the man that loves liberty and his country. 
May proſperity be the guardian of adverſity. 


oe always take the right road thro' the journey 
of life. 


eue love and honor always go together. 
die morality of individuals prove the policy of 


nations. 
Hope and happineſs in every ſtate of liſe. 


LInſtability to the councils of Britain's enemies, foreign 
adlnd domeſtic. 


ELabour's true reward to every Briton content and 


plenty. ) 


TOASTS AND SENTIMENTS, 


Love, liberty, and length of bliſsful days, 
To him who ſeeks not but would merit praiſe, 


May the miſer live unfriended, and die unlamente, 
May opinion never float on the waves of ignorances | 
May power prove a curſe when it is not a friend to 
truth and juſtice, 
May our love of the glaſs never make us forget decency ; 


May the force of unanimity overcome the boldneſs of 
faction. 


May fortune fill the lap where charity guides the band. 


May the bluſh of conſcious innocence ever deck the 
faces of the Britiſh fair. 


Nay the union of perſons be always founded on that 
of hearts. 


May proſperity never make us arrozant, nor adverſity 
mean, 


May the produce of Britain ever exceed her — 
tion. 


May the Britiſh loaf never exceed the reach of f 
pooreſt, 


May religion and politics flow from ich and liberal 
principles. 


May the voyage of life end in the haven of ne”... . I 
Society's ſureſt cements— temperance and modeſty, 
The fruit of good deeds to the winter of our lives. 
When our country calls may our hearts never fail us, 
Warmth to every heart in a good cauſe. 
Conſcious innocence and conſtant independence, 


RENT. AND SENTIMENTS, 

May the eye that drops for the 3 — of others 
' never thed a tear for its own. 
"Theifun-ſhine of plenty to the retreat of a 
The woman we love, and the friend-we dare truſt, 
May thehorns of the buck never dilgracethe brows of 
2 the ſportſman. a 
| May the wiles of the fox never reach the break of 
5 purſuers. 
lav the hunters of men be deteſted by all mankind. 


| | Vigorous health and a flowing purſe to every honeſt . 


ſporſman. 


Beau in our ſports, harmony in our cups, and honeſty 
in our loves. 


The three Ws— wine, i and wealth. 
lea ſures that pleafe on reflection. 


The mirth of good humour for ever unmized with 
political ſourneſs. 


eee demands the 3 of her deeds, may 


tbe liberal band beſtow the benefaction. 

May honeſty never be aſhamed ot an unſaſhionable 
a garment. _—- 

fy the wings of FLY never receive v wieuking thro” 

ie means of a ſ-vere reprimand. 

pte who h s ſpirit to reſent à Wrong, have a heart 
F to forgive it 

. the Aa * be Apen d by the ſun-fhine 
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